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Busy hands $ i 5 i 
y hands... hands that whip up a salad... prepare a dinner...sweep a room 
perform a dozen and one tasks in a long, exacting working day 


These are the h id hic - , 
2se are the hands in which a large part of Canada’s destiny rests. For a woman’s 
~~ e ’ /ueeeane 


influence extends far beyond the horizons of housekeeping. She guards the family health by 





her buying standards; she shares in plans for the family welfare; hers is the Opportunity, too 


of training her children... of promoting good character and 


The job of supplying Canada's Best Customer good citizenship. 


_.. the Canadian woman... with food prod- Yes, the cc i 

¢ S, e woman of Canada has a v 2S sibili 
ucts thaf measure up to her standards o ° ; ay : teat eae 
Rae aad ane GA in. reqpendbility She has the recipe for good citizenship. Her contribution to 
Weston’s has fulfilled for 65 years. And business ... her good influence and example in the home 


Weston’s realizes that it will be in business only 
so long as every effort and resource is used 
to maintain this satisfaction and preference. : ; - 

P that will make Canada great. 


... are helping to make possible the sort of life and living 
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Always ask for Desions 
GEORGE WESTON LIMITED...CANADA 
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The Kovels were among hundreds of families who 
helped test Amm-i-dent Tooth Powder, during early 
research, under supervision of dentists. They were 
delighted with the way it helped them reduce tooth 
decay. Of course, results vary with individuals. 
Not every family will get the same high rate of 
reduction as the Kovels. But your family should 
enjoy a substantial reduction in its rate of new 
cavities, with regular use of Amm-i-dent. 

You have probably heard of Amm-i-dent already, 
from your dentist or from friends. You may have 
read about Amm-i-dent in Time, Newsweek or 
Parents’ Magazine. Here, at last, is a tooth powder 


that may help prevent formation of new cavities! 


First Ammoniated Tooth Powder 
Two revolutionary ingredients enable Amm-i-dent 
to reduce tooth decay—Dibasic Ammonium Phos- 
phate and Carbamide (Synthetic Urea). They elimi- 
nate from the mouth large numbers of the 
acid-forming bacteria which can cause cavities. 
Now, for the first time, you can help protect 
against decay with your regular tooth brushing. 


Think what this tooth powder 
can mean to your family! 
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with Ammi-dent 


Mrs. Kovel says, ““My mouth really feels clean 
after Amm-i-dent and I’ve never seen my smile look 
brighter. It’s the same with the children. How they 
love the taste!” Your family, too, will love the 
clean, minty taste and the bright smiles and sweet 
breath that Amm-i-dent can bring them. 

But remember—nothing can lessen your need 
for regular visits to your dentist. Seek his care and 
advice often. 

Mothers! Insist that your family start using 
Amm.-i-dent immediately. It costs so little to fight 
decay the Amm-i-dent way. 

At all drug counters. No prescription necessary. 
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FIRST AMMONIATED TOOTH POWDER 
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Notary Public's Statement: 

“I have seen the actual dentist's 
records of the Kovel family and 
their dentist's sworn statement that 
the above is an exact and accurate 
description.” 


E nclayn fe iia 


Notary Public, State of Neu York 
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COM MENDED 
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Distributed by Sta fford-Miller (of Canada) Lid., 172 John Street, Toronto, Ontario 
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FOE COMUMULE 


Mhey did leach hew 


Listerine Antiseptic is no momentary 


VEN though it was Graduation Day 

Dora feit a little pang of loneliness. 
What was the diploma compared to 
those precious sparkling rings that Babs 
and Beth were wearing? Dora was kill- 
ing her chances of ever wearing one, 
too, unless she changed her ways. There 





was one course™ that college didn't 
teach her. 

What do other charms amount to if 
you have halitosis (bad breath)*? 
Whether occasional or chronic, it can 
finish you with a man that quick. Smart 
girls, popular girls, realize this and are 
extra careful not to oftend. 


For them it is Listerine Antiseptic 
night and morning, and especially be- 
fore any date when they want to be 
at their best. 





makeshift. It instantly freshens and 
sweetens the breath and helps keep it 
that way. Not for seconds . . . not for 
minutes . . . but for hours, usually. 
Never, never, omit this delightful extra- 


careful precaution against offending. 


While some cases of halitosis are of 


Systemic Origin, most cases, say some 
authorities, are due to the bacterial fer- 
mentation of tiny food particles clinging 
to mouth surfaces. Listerine Antiseptic 
guickly halts such fermentation, then 
overcomes the odors fermentation Causes. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co. (Canada) Ltd. 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 
the extra-careful precaution 
against bad breath 





Vacationing ? It's mighty comforting to have 


a good antiseptic handy in case of minor 
cuts, scratches and abrasions requiring 


germicidal first-aid, 





Made in Canada 


ine (i 
by Eileen Morris 
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Illustrated by Sherman Laws Parker 


To keep a cool head, shampoo every four 


or five days during summer months. 
Wonderfully refreshing is a mint 
shampoo just add a few 


N\ drops of mint to your second 
\Y ; . 

/, sudsing. If your topknot tends to 

dry out after sunning and 


swimming, rub in hair cream 
before combing. As protection 


against too hot sun, twist a square 





of chiffon round your hatr, fasten 


with favorite scatter-pins. 


Stockings from a bottle are now an accepted 
way to fight summer heat. First, see 


to it that your legs are satin 


smooth and hair free. Use. a f ) 

; 4—~—— < 
depilatory or a processed stone eS 
which ts rubbed lightly over the legs. ; 3 


Apply leg make-up with quick, long 
ppt) i | | S 


back = ‘ X : 


After the liquid is dry, 


strokes—not forgetting the 
view. 
rub a little tale between your palms, 

then over the surface of your legs. Gives 


an added sheen, 





End of another sticky day? Knots in your nerves? Crimps 

in your smile?) Then make your bath a hot- 
weather special. Tepid water is best—too 
hot makes you listless. Dip two cotton 


pads in witch hazel or eye lotion, place over 


NX, 
V : My 
() at ) 


your eves; relax in the suds as long as you can. 


Step out slowly, blot your body dry (brisk 


~ 


} 


rubbing only makes warmer). For 


you 
long-lasting freshness, a dust of tale, a splash 

of floral cologne or toilet water. For under- 
arm cooiness and fragrant protection, a 


deodorant or antiperspirant. 








To, dy 


°Tis summer .. . and the livin’ is 
lovely if you move calmly, make the 
mest of morning hours, lunch on the ~~ 


lawn... and give these cool-aids a try 


be ; ; ; : 
You’re strictly a longhair ... and no one is going to 





make you cut it! We won’t argue... but when 
you long to feel a breeze on the nape 

of your neck, try this new slant on the 
old upsweep. Draw a part down the 

back. With your brush sweep the 

hair on the right up and across to the left; 
then brush the hair on the left up and across 
to the right. You'll find curls merge nicely 


on top; the lapover holds ragged wisps 


in place, avoids that bird’s-nest of combs. 


Take a cool stand ... change shoes as often as you can, 
airing them after each wearing. Give away that 
uncomfortable pair; wear high heels only on 
occasion. Use a soothing talc in shoes, 
in stockings. For aching feet, try 
lying down with your feet propped well 
above eye level. Or take a tonic bath, 
dipping each foot alternately in 

warm and cold water to which 

baking soda has been added. 


Perfect time to pedicure 


. Pg e A) 
. .. bathe one foot, pretty a ome 
the other! Then massage with a “™S 


kneading motion for a few mo- 





ments, using your cologne, 


The cooler you look, the cooler you feel. 
Lipstick and skin freshener from the 


refrigerator will give a new and magical 





effect. Change make-up at least twice during 
the day ... but clean off the old before 
applying the new. Astringent-soaked pads 
whisk away stale make-up, freshen your 
cw S 
ii 


»¢ Wie ¢ s39918IM oro? I = 1 
SAIL. el a SUIITCI-pil UUKR, apply 


make-up with a light, light touch; avoid 





hot colors, heavy creams, exotic scents. 
Pink and true-red make-up tones are cool, 


feminine and fashion right. 
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TASTY SUMMER FOODS for GOOD HEALTH 


Summer meals can be both tempt- 
ing and tasty, while fulfilling basic 
nutritional needs. Too often, however, 
meals are planned solely to suit 
family likes and dislikes without 
reference to the health requirements 
of the individuals in the family 
group. 

Summer or winter we require a 
well-balanced diet — one which in- 
cludes an adequate supply of proteins, 
carbohydrates, vitamins and minerals. 
These essentials for sound nutrition 
may be found in three groups of 
foods. Energy foods, such as cereals 
and bread, butter and fats, and 
sweets, provide fuel for daily ac- 
tivities. Building foods, including 





Digestive upsets are more likely to 
occur in summer than at other times 
of the year. A light diet of essential 
foods, including fruits, will be less 
apt to overburden the digestive sys- 
tem than a heavy one. 





One good hot meal a day in summer 
is recommended by nutrition experts. 
During the war, army tests in the 
tropics showed that it was easier for 
overheated men to digest hot food 
than cold. 


meat, fish, eggs, milk und fruits, hp 
to take care of growth and repair of 
body tissues. Protective foods, like 
fruits, vegetables, whole grain or 
enriched flour, eggs, and liver are 
especially rich in vitamins and min- 
erals, and help safeguard health. 


Within each group there is a wide 
choice of foods which permits the 
selection of menus suited to the season 
of the year. Cheese and egg dishes, for 
example, may be particularly inviting 
on hot days, while the heavy, fatty 
meats seem more appropriate during 
the winter. In addition, fresh vege- 
tables and fruits, which are more 
available in summer, may often be 
substituted for winter staples. 





Raw vegetables, served in salads, are 
often more nutritious than cooked, 
for the vitamin content of cabbage, 
carrots and other vegetables is higher 
when raw. They may also make 
summer meals more appetizing. 





In summer the body may lose more 
than 11% quarts of water a day. This 
liquid must be replaced, for it helps to 
assimilate food and regulate body 
temperature. So, one should drink 
plenty of liquids in warm weather, 


Authorities say that eating the right foods in the right amounts 
usually brings a better level of health at all ages, and may con- 
tribute to a longer life. More facts about healthful eating may be 
found in Metropolitan’s booklet, 79-L, ‘““Three Meals A Day.” 


Metropolitan Life Insurance Company, 
Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 


Please send me a copy of your 
booklet 79-L, entitled ‘“Three Meals 
a Day.”’ 


Home Office: New York 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 
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bodbury We luge Face Creams | 


Never before 
such Bead tor You! 







Your skin... ravishing! ... with these 
new-formula Woodbury De Luxe Face Creams! 
Science’s newest secrets ... in six exquisite 
beauty aids. Incomparable cleaner cleansing’ 
Superb richer softening! Veil-of-flattery 
finishing creams! Each of unsurpassed quality. 
Jars come dressed in pink-and-gold elegance, 

at welcome moderate prices. 


“~~~ Woodbury De Luxe Cold Cream 
cleanses skin the cleanest ever. 


Truly, Penaten is a miracle cleansing aid! 
Penaten penetrates —reaches deeper into pore 
openings. Quickly seeps through make-up tints. 
Amazingly thorough—thoroughiy gentle. 

Your skin looks clearer, because it’s cleaner. 
Your first jar will prove, Woodbury 

De Luxe Cold Cream — with Penaten— 

truly glorifies your skin! 





Woodbury De Luxe Dry Skin Cream 
smooths skin the softest ever! 


WMroducing 
PENA 7EN 


WVew 


Skin Beatie wv 


™ lee _, i saat 


Magically, Penaten aids the penetration 

of smoothing emollients. Carries lanolin’s rich 
benefits deeper, softening tiny dry lines. Smooths 
flaky roughness — on the instant. Skin 

looks fresher, younger... lovely to see! 


Four sizes. From trial jars 19¢ to luxury jars 95c. 


(MADE IN CANADA) 


Woodbury De Luxe Powder Base Foundation 
Cream — Petal Tinted: Adds glow to any 


Woodbury De Luxe Vanishing Facial Cream 


Woodbury De Luxe Liquefying Cleansing 
: i —For Glamorous Make-Up: Greaseless, 


Woodbury De Luxe Complete Beauty All- 
Cream—with Penaten! Very effective for 


Purpose Cream — Pink-Tinted: Penaten 
even oily 


cleansing oily or normal skin. Melts 
instantly. ‘Loosens yr gs grime, make-up, 
surface oil. Night and morning use helps 
keep skin clearer, fresher, younger-looking. 


disappearing. A thin veil flatters. 
skin looks de wy fresh. Fora Beauty Pick-up: 

Apply lavishly ‘to soften skin particles. Tissue 
off. Skin looks fresher, softer, younger. 


powder shade. Veils dry or normal skin in 
satin-textured base that ‘clings, holds make- 
up. Helps conceal tiny hlemishes. Apply 
sparingly in dots — smooth over face, throat. 


makes this All- -Purpose Cream more effec- 
tive—for complete skin care, day and night. 
Cleanses deeper. Softens superbly. Pro- 
vides a clinging make- -up base, 








by Rebecea Shallit 









































HE WALKED the familiar streets toward home 
in the sweet warmth of the afternoon. Her arms 
felt strangely empty, and after a while it came 
to her—now she was no longer a schoolgirl, 

carrying home her books. The last examination had 
been taken, the last class attended. There was nothing 
more now except the graduation exercises themselves, 
tomorrow evening in the high-school auditorium. She 
walked slow'y, thinking about it. The unexpected 
warmth of the day enveloped her, beading her lip with 
moisture; she took out her compact and peered deep 
down, imo the biueness of refiected sky, into the 
brightness of reflected self. i. 

Hello there, you, she said to herself, shyly. Who 
are you? She stared at herself almost wonderingly, as 
though seeking something to which she could put no 
name. 

Here she was, captured in a mirror: the self of 
all those baby pictures pasted in the family album and 
the self of this moment too; a young girl with a small 
sleek head, long-lashed eyes, oval, darkly brown against 
the paler brownness of her hair; snubnosed, long- 
throated as a young deer. (Her mother had worried 
about that full soft swelling of her throat. “Nothing 
to worry about,” their doctor had said, smiling at 
Enid’s mother and patting Enid’s throat with old, gentle 
fingers. ‘Nothing at all to worry about. A young 
girl’s throat, that’s all. A reservoir for the tears youih 
must shed.’’) 

She put her hand to her throat, feeling the pul- 
gating beat of her + Continued on page 52 / 


f 


“Hello there, who are you?” She 
smiled shyly at the mirror, feeling 
herself an unreal wraith 


in this unreal world. 
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Illustrated by Robert Levering 
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Each year hundreds of young Canadian girls disappear . . . for a day, for a month, 


sometimes forever. Where they go is a headache to police and social agencies. 


Why they go is the heartbreak of youthful hopes 


AST OCTOBER 123 Canadian girls went officially missing. 

To go missing officially is to do it the hard way. It means that 
the police, social agencies, and the private eyes of railways and 
hotels have been told to seek you out. 

By January, 119 of those missing girls had been found, but there was 
a new crop of 151 to be traced. 

But why? Why did these girls take a powder from parents, jobs, 
friends, studies, and what not? 

To find out, we visited homes, jails, psychiatrists and help agencies 
like the YWCA, Salvation Army and Big Sisters. The reason why girls 
leave home in most cases is parent trouble. Parents’ excessive kindness 
or excessive restrictions—parents’ ego or parents’ ambition which is 
usually ego in disguise. 

Very often it is Mom who has too much to say to her darling daughter. 

Maybe it’s all for the eventual good of the cause: maybe it’s just 
because Mama doesn't know the score with modern maids; but whatever 
it is, many of the officially missing girls blame it all on Mama. 


One Third From Good Homes 


Our introduction to what could have been a touching reunion scene 
came in the carbolic-soaked atmosphere of a courtroom corridor. 

The background was simple: a pert little miss, whom we'll call Rose, 
had pinned a note to her pillow and vanished 13 days before. No doubt 
she was an appealing figure by the roadside, and had no troubie hitch- 
hiking hundreds of miles away from her home town in a matter of a 
couple of days. 

At first the family followed the bear-it-in-noble-silence technique 
and kept their problem clear of gossip in the belief that Rose would soon 
turn up. But Rose did not turn up, so the police were informed and in 
what seemed a bored or perfunctory way, they set the search machinery 
to work, 

In eight days they found Rose acting as tray guide in a big city 
cafeteria. 

Refusing to go home, she was taken to Family Court, and in the 
anteroom of lost love we came across Mama, in black lamb and chry- 
santhemums, telling the weary-eyed attendants her problem 

“I’ve given Rose everything she could possibly want. Everything. 
And now she does this to me! 

*She’s had a good home, a fine school and the best in clothes and 
now look; not even a wailress— just a tray carrier. How could she do it?” 

Said wavy-haired Rose through a thin determined mouth, “She tried 
to run me, to make every decision in my life. Talk about being frustrated, 
I’m the textbook example in capital letters. Sure she bought me a grey 
lamb coat; sure she sent me to a good school; certainly | had a sport 
model car, but I didn’t have a single one of those things because I wanted 
them. I had those things because mother wanted me to have them. She 
chose my clothes, my friends, and my entertainment. Well, Pll run my 
life my way from now on. 

It won't be ‘Rose dear, don’t you think you'd better go to bed now? 
Rose dear, I really don’t approve of that young Gentles boy; Rose dear, 
you know you just can’t wear that shade of green.’ Well I’ve had enough, 
and the heck with it.” 

This, in what may be labeled tlie upper-income brackets, is reasonably 


common dialogue. 
Girls do run away from home, ani a third of those who fled in such a 


way as to cause public attention through press and radio appeals, police 
searches, and occasional raids are from better-class homes. 

A few were later found in brothels; two were in jail under false names, 
and some had holed up in sulky loneliness in some hotel. But the bulk, 
like Rose, were making a clean break, starting fresh, keeping their self- 
respect, asking no favors from anyone. 


Good Girls Have Bad Parents 


The one thing psychiatrists agree upon is that there is nothing 
fundamentally wrong with the several thousand Canadian girls who 
annually run away for a day, a week, or forever. 

When we say several thousand we mean just that. The figure for 
1948 is about 4,200— 700 of whom become case histories. 

Here’s one: 

Gail’s father, although an alcoholic, is a rich man in an important 
Montreal job. In spite of excess drinking he holds his job and runs it. 

Eight years ago this man separated from his wife and she moved to 
Toronto with Gail. There Mama soon acquired a boy friend together 
with her separation money. He had his own wife and home, but spent 
many week ends at the home of Gail’s mother, to whom he was apparently 
devoted. 

Between Gail and this man there developed an increasing distrust and 
dislike. Because she occasionally took up her mother’s time or thought, 
the boy friend sometimes flew into jealous rages and insisted that Gail 
leave her own home. He made these demands loudly and often, but when 
Gail finally obeyed and left without giving an address, there was a two- 
province pursuit with front-page hullabaloo. 

Gail was eventually found at the home of an aunt. It turned out she 
had been pouring out her troubles in tearful letter after letter addressed 
to this aunt, and when she could stand it no more she accepted the 
aunt’s offer of sanctuary. 

The behavior of running for sanctuary to a relative or close friend is 
typical in the cases of girls who leave home. Seldom do they go entirely 
on their own, or to the homes of strangers. 

Pauline, however, was one who did cut her ties completely. Pauline, 
like Gail, was the victim of parental ego and determination to control. 

Ai the age of 29 she had never in her life, not even once, bought a 
new dress or coat or hat without the personal presence of one parent. In 
the case of a major purchase like a suit or evening gown, both parents 
were there to advise and instruct. 

Their intentions were probably of the best but by overdomination, 
overprotection and rigidity in outlook, they were building up a mass of 
frustration in the young woman that would be hard even for psychiatrists 
to untangle. 

These listeners, in baring their files to view, insist that the girls must 
be given some responsibility of their own at a relatively early age. 

If you keep your Rose or Gail or Pauline in the parental strait- 
jacket, the result will be one of a dozen disasters; better a runaway than 
a mental breakdown. 

Let them choose their own dolls, or at least the clothes those dolls 
will wear. Let them later take a trip or a short visit on their own, and 
don’t be disturbed or disappointed if the daughter you so adore decides 
te leave and live elsewhere for a spell. 

It usually happens that those who go away come back again, and when 


they do they are invariably the most + Continued on page 30 
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ringer for a movie star. Especially when you start cultivating 


It can play havoc with your life if you hear you’re the dead 


“The Look” and all the witchery that goes with it 
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Lauren Bacall 


by Rosamund du Jardin 


T WAS SPRING and the windows of the Westham Public 
Library were securely closed against the gentle rain. Elisabeth 
Faraday sat at her desk, mentally pushing the hands of the 
wall clock toward nine. She felt drowsy and the stuffiness of 

the big, book-filled room had given her a headache. She suppressed 
a yawn politely, although there was no one else around except 
a young boy who was dawdling over the mystery book shelf. Since 
it was so near closing time, Elisabeth wished he would make up 
his mind, so she could go home. 

As though prodded into action by her thoughts, the boy ambled 
over to her desk with a couple of books. His face, open and 
agreeable under a bristling crew-cut, was half familiar to the 
librarian, as so many faces were. One of the high-school crowd, 
she groped—oh, yes, it was the younger Emery boy, Murray. 

“These look like good gory ones,” he said, grinning. 

“You like that kind?” Elisabeth smiled back at him, lifting 
her eves from the card index at which her hands were already busy. 

“Oh, sure.”” He was staring at her with a rather curious intent- 
ness. ‘The more murders the merrier.” 

Just as Elisabeth finished stamping the due date in the books, 
he spoke again. “Uh—NMiss Faraday?” He sounded embarrassed. 

“Yes?” Elisabeth smiled again, to put him at his ease. 

“Did anybody ever tell you how much you look like Lauren 
Bacall?” 

Elisabeth’s eyes widened, her smile faded into a look of utter 
astonishment. “Why—why, no—” 

Elisabeth Faraday was 26. In some ways she seemed older. 
Perhaps it was the glasses she wore most of the time. Or it might 
have been her tailored dark suits, or the rather severe way she 
braided her medium-blond hair across her head. She used little 
make-up, just a touch of lipstick in an unobtrusive shade. All 
in all, unobtrusive was the word for Elisabeth. Sitting day after 
day at her desk in the library, or getting up with quiet willingness 
to help a puzzled seeker find the book he wanted, she almost 
seemed to have assumed a sort of protective coloring, so at one 
was she with her surroundings. Even while they accepted her 
efficient service, few of the library’s patrons were aware of Elisa- 
beth Faraday as a person. 

And now here was this boy, standing facing her, his candid 
glance appraising as he compared her with a movie star. “You've 
got the same colored hair and the same shaped eyes. And—the 
slow way you smile and kind of look up with your head bent down 
—gee, it’s remarkable how much you look like her, Miss Faraday." 





““Well—thank you,” Elisabeth managed to say through a fog 
of pleasure and confusion. “‘It’s—nice of you to say so.” 

“T often noticed it,”” Murray Emery said gravely, “and tonight 
seemed like a good chance to tell you. Gee, you two could be 
sisters!’” He shook his head wonderingly as he picked up his 
books. Then, tossing a casual, “Well, g’night,”’ across his shoulder, 
he departed, leaving Elisabeth staring wide-eyed after him. 

Even when the door had shut, she seemed unable to drag her 
gaze from it. Lauren Bacall—Elisabeth frowned faintly. She 
wasn’t quite sure how Lauren Bacall looked. She seldom went 
to the movies, still she realized Lauren Bacall was a very popular 
star. 

“And I look like her,” Elisabeth whispered in the library’s 
emptiness. “He said we look enough alike to be sisters.”” Somehow, 
repeating it aloud gave the atonishing fact more reality. Elisabeth 
tried it again, this time a little louder—after all, she was quite 
alone. “I look like Lauren Bacall . . .” 


IT WAS still raining when Elisabeth came out of the library a 
few minutes later. She walked slowly down the broad steps, a slim 
tall girl in a dark raincoat, the loose hood framing her rapt face. 
The rain was warm and not unpleasant, the night smelled fresh. 
Elisabeth drew in great reviving breaths of its damp sweetness. 
Ordinarily she went straight home on the two evenings a week 
she had to work till nine. But tonight the thought of Mrs. Ken- 
nedy’s big old house, where a few carefully picked lady roomers 
lived, filled her with a sharp distaste. Instead she turned and 
walked toward the main business section of the town. And as 
she walked, resolution grew in her and her thoughts became more 
and more fantastic. 

Outside the drugstore Elisabeth hesitated for only a moment, 
then she went in and made her way straight to the magazine 
rack. She chose a couple of movie 4 Continued on page 18 


For a moment Elisabeth hated her. Then 
she cooled off. Poor Stella, content in her 
little rut as she was, who didn’t look like 
any movie star Elisabeth could think of. 
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CONCLUSION 


T WAS WARM, but she was shivering. She felt frightened, and 


the thoughts whirling through her mind didn’t make sense at 


“all. And then she saw Johnny Williams, ambling along the 
veranda, looking somehow out of place at the country club. 
When he reached her he flipped his cigarette over the rail, and then 
sat down in the chair next to hers. After a while he said, ‘Hello, 
Kathie.” 

Kathie’s heart shrank into a sudden tightness. She didn’t want 

to speak, but finally she said, “Hello, Johnny. How are you?” 
“Pine,” Johniry said. Andthen he taughed. “That's the accepted 
answer anyhow.” 

There was a hint of uncertainty in his voice. Kathie said, “In 
other words, you’re not fine?” 

Johnny shrugged. “If the experiments don’t pan out pretty soon, 
I'll have to give them up.” 

“Why?” 

“For one thing, it isn’t fair to Barbara, this hit-and-miss business. 
I’m beginning to see that now.” He started to tell her then of the 
formula he had figured out, and how much progress he had made 
so far. “It’s tricky,” he said, “but there’s still a good chance, if only 
I can give it time.” 

Kathie didn’t understand much of it, but she began to relax. 
Johnny sounded young and eager now; and it was a relief to think 
of someone else, to remember that there were other problems as 
pressing as her own. 

And then in the semidarkness they heard a woman’s voice, 
“That Kathie 


Blake!” the voice said, “Lydia Farnsworth was beside herself with 


speaking to someone at the far end of the veranda. 


jealousy, and you can’t tell me she didn’t have good reason. A wife 
doesn’t kill a man m 

The voice dwindled then, but Kathie jumped to her feet. “Johnny, 
I simply have to go home!” 

Johnny reached for her hand, and pulled her back into the chair. 
“Why? 


“But they’re all friends of mine. And now they’re thinking these 


Because some female likes to sound off?” 
thinmic.<. 

“You have to learn to get tough,” he said, but his voice was 
gentle just the same. ‘Look at it this way, Kathie. We're all pretty 
vulnerable. But it’s a mistake to turn away from anything that 
happens, Accept it and build on it, You see, we can’t go backward 
in this world—ever.”’ 

She tried to smile. “Maybe not, though I’m afraid I'd like to.” 

“You think so now,” he said. ‘Everyone does when they face 
a change.” 

She was bewildered. She wasn’t sure of what he was trying to 
say. But she had a vague feeling of release. It was almost as though 
he had challenged her. But it was a good challenge, and for the 
first time she began to get back some feeling of herself as an individual, 
apart from what had happened. After a while she said, “I suppose 
I’d better go in now, The Lorings and Aunt Martha will be wondering 
where I am.” And now it didn’t seem so hard .. . 

JOHNNY WENT BACK with her to the Lorings’ table, and she 
couldn’t help noticing the way they treated him, with a kind of 


by Anne Homer Warner 


tb ae el Rae lec Synopsis, Part One 


flippant condescension, as though his way of life verged on the 


Scarcely one of the Barton Chronicle’s 
readers missed the story: “Local Girl 
Involved in Murder.””. Among those who 
read, with varying emotions, that Lydia 
Farnsworth bad shot ber husband when 
she discovered bim making love to Katb- 
leen Blake of Barton, were: 

DICK LORING, Kathie’s fiance, and 
hitherto Barton’s most eligible bachelor. 
At his father’s insistence he agrees not 
to break the engagement, but refuses to 
go through with the wedding until the 
publicity dies down. 

BARBARA CASEY, the prettiest girl 
in Barton’s younger set, she has always 
resented Kathie’s effortless popularity, 
particularly ber engagement to Dick 
Loring. In a fit of pique she becomes 
engaged to 

JOHNNY WILLIAMS, | idealistic 
young inventor whose experiments are not 
taken seriously, either by the town or his 
fiancee. 

MARTHA CHILTON, Kathie’s 
aunt, who reluctantly gave a home to her 
11-year-old niece, after the scandalous 
separation and death of the child’s parents, 
only to bave the girl develop into a social 
asset. 

KATHLEEN BLAKE, who bad spent 
all the vears in Barton building up a 
feeling of security and rightness to offset 
the nonbelonging of ber childbood. 


ridiculous. 


Casey was out on the floor, dancing with a kind of fierce abandon, 
as though her life depended on it. She was wearing a green bow 
pinned in her dark red curls—and while she danced she kept up 


Only Richard Loring was both friendly and serious, and Kathie 
sat quietly while Johnny and Richard talked. She saw that Barbara 


After the murder it takes all her courage 
to face the same hostile curiosity and 
disapproval she suffered so long ago. Her 
aunt claims she bas disgraced the family, 


old friends avoid ber, and only Jobnny 


Williams offers sympathy and under- 
standing. When Dick Loring finally 
agrees to take ber to the country club dance, 
the evening is a fiasco, and she learns 
to ber borror that the man she ts to marry 


takes for granted she was not innocent of 


blame in the Farnsworth tragedy .. . 


a line of banter and lively give-and-take that seemed to be directed 


largely at Johnny. 
And then she saw Dick, standing over by the dining room. He 
started toward their table: but she didn’t feel she could face him 


yet, so she excused herself hurriedly and went up to the dressing 


room to freshen up. She wanted to be by herself for a while. She 
wanted to think about the things Johnny Williams had said. “Don’t 


turn away,” he had said. 


But she + 


Continued on page 34 


“The gun went off, and the nexi thing I remember Terry was 
lying on the floor, and Lydia was putting a pillow under his head.” 
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lice Cooks Take Over 


HATELAINE INSTITUTE has made a discovery. Our editorial 


offices are simply filled with cooks and would-be cooks! 





CHILLED SALMON LOAF MAYONNAISE. Charlene 
Champness is just as enthusiastic about cold salmon 
mayonnaise as she is about everything else in life. She des- 
cribed her method of making it. “It’s such a simple form 
to shape,” she said molding a fish in the air. Just before 
serving the chilled loaf she garnishes it with mayonnaise 


It all came about ai an editorial conference. When food 
articles for the July issue came up for discussion, somebody 
suggested ideas for food that would keep you cool, and immediately 
the Institute staff was pushed into the background. For all of 
Chatelaine’s editors had definite ideas about the most cooling foods 
for summer weather. 

From the many novel, practical and artistic dishes discussed that 
morning, we chose four to test, photograph and describe to you. 
And there was a wealth of material left over for another time. 

That’s how Eileen Morris, Charlene Champness, and Francis 
aranamene wnkanele = anitly Mate tems: became our foo experts of the ment.” 
We proudly present their favorite hot-weather dishes—tested and 
approved by Chatelaine Institute. 





forced through a pastry tube to suggest scales. The 
beautiful pottery dishes are a souvenir of Mrs. Champness’ 
years in the Orient; they are always a part of her 
attractive, economical and easy-to-make specialty. For 
very festive occasions Mrs. Champness serves steamed 
fresh salmon (head and tail on) in the same fashion. 
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by Jane Monteith 


of Chatelaine Institute 


RASPBERRY ANGEL FOOD DESSERT. Marie Holmes’ 
head is filled with ideas for cooling summer dishes, but 
this one tops the list. It’s a clever combination of pieces 
of angel cake and a whipped jelly custard molded together 

and is very easy to make. Pretty as the picture, it’s 





particularly delicious when made with the wild raspberries 
that crowd round Miss Holmes’ cottage door. When 
the raspberries are gone, she substitutes other fruits as 
they come in season—by wintertime it’s Orange Angel 
Food Dessert and still a favorite. 






JELLIED SUMMER SALAD. Eileen Morris calls this 


double-purpose salad “vegetable’’ when she serves it with 
















coid meats and “fruit” when she plans to have a fruit 
salad platter. She says she never makes it quite the 
same way twice, varying the greens with the state of the 
market and her icebox, though the tart lime jelly base 
is always the same. Tiny squares of bacon, quartered 
California grapes and thinly sliced onion rings provide 
imaginative touches that make this salad “different.” 
Because Miss Morris sees faces in her banana garnish, 
she repeats the thought with pansy “faces” floating in 
a deep plate under her salad bowl. 





ARTIST’S PALETTE SALAD. A painter and a gourmet, 


Francis Crack loves to arrange vegetables and meats on 





his palette plates in the same way that he “sets” his real 
palette with oils. He blends his food colors and flavors 
skilfully and signs each masterpiece with a celery “brush.” 
The potato salad pictured here is Mr. Crack’s own 
invention. Because he isn’t always patient enough to 
wait for whole potatoes to cook, he cubes them first 
and then cooks the cubes in boiling water for about five 
minutes. Cools them quickly, too, by spreading them 
out ona tray which be often shoves into the refrigerator. 
The very original paper place mats he uses are made 
from rough layouts for Chatelaine illustrations—you'll 
find this one on page 9, 


See page 48 for recipes 
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IRROR.,. mirror on the wall. what is the greatest blight of all? 
the greatest blight 


And the mirror will answer right back 





| to good looks and good living is nervous tension. 
a ae : 

Nerves are a short-cut to old age. They etch deep lines 
in faces—not attractive laugh lines, but brow-furrowers and droopy 
ones from nostril to lip. When nerves start bossing you, like the 
tail wagging the dog, they take the fun out of life as completely as a 
butter churner skims cream from whole milk 

The damage goes deeper than that. Living in a constant state 
of tension can be the forerunner of tiresome and even serious 
ailments, such as heart palpitations, chronic headaches, indigestion, 
high blood pressure and, perhaps most devastating of all to women, 
loss of hair. Doctors are finding that many women go bald, often 
because of nervous ailments. 

Let’s see what actually happens when you’re in a state of tension. 
In its primitive form tension is a defense against danger—the gather- 
ing together of all the forces of the body to meet an emergency. 
It’s the result of powerful emotions beyond conscious control. This 
excess energy which is called up causes blood pressure to rise, heart 
to beat faster, more sugar to be released in the bloodstream, and every 
organ of the body to be alerted. If you're driving a car, for example, 
and an accident is imminent, the constriction you feel, the tightening 
of your body, allows you to act more swiftly, more decisively, to 


avoid danger. But imagine what happens to your body if this terrific 


force is turned on time and time again during the day, not to meet 






iwi Lh 


by Adele White 


Health and Beauty Editor 





a real crisis but because of some conflict within yo 
organs will eventually suffer. 

Nerves, the kind that keep you in a state of jitters, have their 
basis in bad emotional adjustment. There are very few people who 
couldn’t find an excuse for an outburst of temper over some mishap 
during the day. It’s not what happens to vou that causes tension, 
it’s your approach to everyday problems. 


Unless checked by sound rules of 


mental health, it will get worse as you grow older. Psychiatrists 


Tension is habit forming. 


contend that many of the emotional upsets and probl ms of the 
menopause are due to inner conflict which has caused nervous 
tension over a period ol years. 
The ailments which come from nerves are real, not imaginary 
but as tension is caused by strong emotion and as emotion comes 
from the mind, the first thing to tackle is mental outlook. It’s 
important to decide just how much anxiety is istifed and how mut 


is just a peg to hang some inner frustration. 
Why You Aci the Way You Do 


If you want to beat the tyranny of nerves, you'll have to find out 
what is at the bottom of your upsets. The things which are really 
upsetting you don’t always appear on the surface. You transfer an 
irritation which can't be expressed into a very minor one, which 


can. For example, a man who is ra Continued on page 26 
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F YOU THINK you shouldn’t take chances; 

if you don’t need adventures ‘to cheer you up, 

if you aren't interested in people and don’t 

want to see new places—this isn’t for you. 
Ten thousand miles on a bus, and on a shoestring, 
won't seem exciting to you—just plain crazy. 

But if you’re suffering from a touch of Mid- 


summer Madness, or are on the wrong side of 


30 and bored: if you’re stuck with a dull job you'd 
like an excuse to fly from, or if the children and 


your husband can perfectly well cet on without 


good to try, take the money you've saved for a new 
fur coat, or to have the living room done over. 
and buy yourself a round-trip bus ticket as J did 
instead. 

You'll give much more lift to your family when 
you come back than new slipcovers ever could. 
And as for that new coat—the “old look” is 
coming back again, so hang onto that muskrat 
you had for your trousseau instead! 

Go out and seize adventure while you can. 

Perhaps you think this advice sounds a little 
melodramatic and definitely impractical? You're 
not 21, you’re a married woman with small 
children, or a serious career girl, or somebody’s 


grey-haired grandmother. “I'd have loved to do 
that when I was 18, and free,” so many people 
have said to me longingly. But that’s where they re 
wrong. When you’re 18 you don’t need a bus 
trip. Life’s too exciting as it is. It’s when you're 
stale that you need the change. 

Take me. I’m no glamour girl. Ive worked 
15 years, and add that up. The money I saved 
from my routine office job should probably have 
gone on life insurance, or into the bank for a 
rainy day. 
that trip away from me, the moths can’t get at it, 
and it won't disappear in doctors’ bills. I don’t 
need doctors, anyway. | feel wonderful. If you're 
nearing a breakdown—take a rough, tough bus 
trip across some of the country for a tonic. 

You don’t have to do exactly what I did—chuck 
a job, and go junketing on $600 (my round-trip 
ticket just topped a hundred) for six whole months 
clear across the continent. But for a week, or 
a month, at far less, you can have a wonderful time. 


But inflation can’t take the fun of 
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VVENT UKE 


by Barbara Wace 


I went wild-catting oi] in Alberta, to Bible class 
in Tennessee, to logging camps in British Colum- 
bia, and wineries in Niagara. | mowed lawns in 
Missouri, hung laundry in New England, rode a 
combine in Saskatchewan and helped inaugurate 
a Covernor in Massachusetts. 

The essence of a junket is to take what comes 
and make an adventure of it. You'll not have 
the same ones I did, but theyll come, the ones 
for you. 

Here are two of the scenes, for example, around 


re 
ae 
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u hich I weave ctormec now when I an rr le 
miss 22 fF WMCAVL eV are te aah ae @ Nake aaa yf 


or dry the dishes, or, to be honest, entertain my 


friends when conversation is sticky. 
Murder In The Night 


It was midnight in the Canadian Rockies. My 
bus stopped abruptly on the narrow, coiling road 
which led down from the high mountains to the 
foothills and the plains. Passengers roused sleepily 
from the grotesque positions forced on them by 
the narrow seats and their desire for sleep. They 
watched unbelievingly as the searlet-clad Mountie 
clattered in from the night outside, his black 
gaiters gleaming as the aisle lights shone on their 
high polish. 

A few words whispered to the driver—then he 
moved slowly, relentlessly down the aisle from 
seat to seat, flashing his torch into the faces of 
each blinking passenger as he went. Had I been 
asleep when he entered I would have thought I 
was still dreaming. As it was, it seemed too like 
a Western thriller to be true. 

On the back seat two Indians had been stretched, 
relaxed and smoking. We heard him talking to 
them in a tense murmur, heard their monosyllabic 
replies; then one raised his voice shrilly in short, 
jerky, excited sentences. 

Back up the aisle came one of the Indians, black 
eyes darting from side to side, his face otherwise 
impassive. His grimy shirt clung to his heavy 
body. Behind him the scarlet uniform with the 
silver trappings and the grim, thin-lipped face 
seemed something from a different world. 

“Okay, thanks,” the Mountie said to the bus 
driver as they descended into the blackness again. 


“Seems some tramp murdered an Indian woman 
down the road tonight somewhere,” said the 
driver as he clicked out the lights. “The police 
are stopping all traffic and picking up anyone who 
might be able to identify the body, or know any- 
thing about it. It’s not on the radio yet.” He 
screamed his gears. The big bus moved on toward 
the plains and civilization with the familiar gasping 
sigh, as if of a dragon belching smoke. Uneasily, 
the passengers settled down again. Had that Indian 
seen the murder, | wonder? Was he a friend of 


pie Mies Nec eeecanph’ GM oe Mel B.S Be aes Sees 
tart tat cate wv Craatcaae,. Racare ast a srcantte aan ats anata wan 
he fearful as he + Continued on page 27 
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The woman wanted peace of mind, the girl 


happiness... but each was the victim of the other’s 


Point of View 


by Frances Shelley Wees 


Illustrated by Carl Stricker 


R. HENRY MAUGHAM had a job up at the city hall. He was 
the mayor’s third secretary. It was his job to take care of people 
who wanted to send delegations and make trouble for the 
mayor. He listened to their stories, and sometimes that was 

all they wanted, just somebody, whether it was the mayor or his 
third secretary, to listen to their stories. Henry Maugham was good 
in his job. He was a mild man, plain spoken, but always careful not 
to say anything that might make trouble. He took things in a quiet 
way, and kept people from getting worked up. 

One Friday afternoon the people who wanted to see the mayor 
were three ladies, one with a pair of those glasses on a black ribbon, 
who said they were members of a woman’s club. The - Progress 
Club. They turned up from that club, somebody did, about once a 
year with a notion of one kind or another. These women wanted to 
see the mayor about a new organization they were trying to get 
started. It was for women who worked in other people’s houses 
—women and girls. Domestics. It was very important, they said. 
They needed help and support from the mayor. 

“In what way?” Mr. Maugham wanted to know. 

The smallest one of the three was the most talkative. She leaned 
forward in her chair. She said, “This is important, very important. 
We have talked it over at the club and passed resolutions. You 
see, Mr. Maugham, what happened in earlier years must not happen 
again. We must do something to make domestic service so interesting 
and attractive that no matter what occurs women will stay in that 
field. We must strike now while the iron is hot to encourage women 
and girls to go into domestic service and stay there. Quite a lot of 
them are drifting back into domestic work and have been for months. 
li’s really fairly easy now to get help. It gets easier all the time. 
On account of the high cost of living, you know. They can’t make 


ends meet on factory pay any longer. So they are coming back into 
housework.” 

“Well,” Mr. Maugham said mildly, “seems natural enough.” 

“Yes,” Mrs. Loder said. She was the one with the glasses. “But 
we want to do something progressive and constructive about the 
movement, Mr. Maugham. We want to give housework dignity. 
We want to take advantage of this social trend, even if they can’t 
help it. I mean—these girls and women right now are being forced 
back into the houses, but we know they don’t really want to do house- 
work. Most of them don’t, anyway. On account of the status of the 
houseworker. It’s low.” 

“Is it?” Mr. Maugham enquired. 

The little one—her name was Miss Winters—leaned forward 
again. She said, “If these people had an organization of their own 
—a club of their own, something dignified, with a good dignified 
name, something recognized and important, it would encourage 
them.” 

“To do what?” 

“Why, to stay in housework. Not to spend all their time trying 
to figure out ways to get other jobs. They’d be happier, in the long 
run, not so unsettled, always chopping and changing. And there’d 
be more security for the rest of us.” 

Mrs. Loder said, ‘‘It’s a very progressive idea. Our club has done 
a lot of thinking about it. We’re anxious to sponsor the movement 
now while the iron is hot. No use waiting for another crisis when 
they can start getting other jobs again. This is a very important 
progressive idea. Farseeing.” 

Mr. Maugham said “Well.” He looked at the three of them, 
at Miss Winters with the velvet band around her neck, at Mrs. Loder 


with the glasses, + Continued on page 20 
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Let this be the 


ONE HOT DISH 


of Simple Chicken aplenty, golden egg 


noodles, rich chicken broth make 










Summer Meals this a soundly nourishing soup 

And what a delightful contribution to your meal this 

grand old-fashioned soup makes! One whiff of the 

deep chicken aroma does things to summer appetites. 

ey The family reach for their spoons and they’re off to a 
os | tempting start—and a satisfying finish. 

CHICKEN NODE 

sour. 

e + 








Yes, women everywhere make Campbell’s Chicken 

en tat ron He Noodle Soup a regular visitor to mid-summer tables. 

ee They know it can be the perfect one hot dish at count- 

less lunches and suppers, making the cold things taste 
all the better. Have you this fine soup on hand? 


Campbhee., 







A TYPICAL MENU OR TWO 


Campbell's Chicken Noodle Soup Campbell's Chicken Noodle Soup 






Vegetable Salad Bow! with Sliced Cold Meat Potato Salad 
Cottage Cheese Sliced Tomat 
Whole Wheat Muffins Cilep Rolle 7 CHICKEN NOODLE SOUP 
Raspberries iced Tea Cup Custard iced Coffee 


I work right hard the town to guard, 

I call the midnight hour; 

When through my beat, good soup I eat 
To give me pep and power! 


CAMPBELL’S ARE CANADA'S FAVORITE souprPps 
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WEAR-EVER VA : U. has been... 
Canada’s largest selling aluminum ware 


for 49 years! 








Look for the familiar WEAR-EVER trademark! : 
You'll find it on lustrous WEAR-EVER saucepans, 
fry pans ... roasters . . . coffee percolators ... 
pressure cookers ... and all the many gleaming, 
fine quality WEAR-EVER Aluminum Uiensils. 
Before you buy—insist on the 


WEAR-EVER trademark. — 
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Aluminum Utensils 
FOR FAST HEAT— YEARS OF SERVICE — LASTING BEAUTY 
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The Girl Like Lauren Bacall 


Continued from page 8 


periodicals at random, feeling a prick 
of embarrassment at such an unpre- 
cedented selection of reading matter. 
them, she escaped 
again into the rainy night. There was a 
small restaurant a few doors away, 
where Elisabeth often ate dinner. She 
had never gone there so late before, but 
the thought of its secluded booths drew 
her strongly. 

The restaurant was empty, except for 
a man who sat at the counter, talking 
casually with Mr. Hanson, the proprie- 
tor. Both of them glanced up as 
Elisabeth entered. Both of them spoke. 

Elisabeth answered their greeting and 
The customer was John 


Having paid for 


went on past. 
Garrett, the high-school athletic coach, 
whom she knew very slightly through 
Stella Forsythe, a fellow roomer at Mrs. 
Kennedy’s. Recognition just brushed 
the edge of Elisabeth’s consciousness, 
then faded. She was 
intent on more im- 
portant things. 
Having settled 


Sufficiency 


By R. H. GRENVILLE 


at hand to take the place of real ones. 
They were anaesthesia, dulling her 
senses to the realization of the emptiness 
that wrapped her about, in which sh. 
existed as in a vacuum. 


And yet she looked like Laure: 
Bacall. 
THE FANTASTIC milling of Elisa- 


beth’s thoughts firmed at last into deter- 
mination. Not since she had left colleg: 
had she known such an urgent resolvc 
to do something about her life. She 
blessed the amiable boy with his tast« 
for mysteries, who had jolted her out 
of her stupid acceptance of the sterility 
of her existence. Fate must have sent 
him to the library that night in order 
to offer her one last chance to live, in 
the fuller meaning of the word, to escape 
the quicksand of humdrumness in which 
letting herself be 
bogged down. Now things were going 
to be different, she told herself. Just 
how, she didn’t know. But her mind 
was made up. 


she was passiv ely 


Before she left the 
restaurant she torc 
out the picture of 
Lauren Bacall, 


herself in a booth, which was all she 
Elisabeth gave her Some hearts may hold a mountain; wanted from the 
order to Mr. Han- some are tall movie magazines, 
son. Not until he ar trees, and wide enough and put it away 
had brought her oa ‘ carefully in her 
The prairie’s vast and tideless seas 

coffee and ham- of gold: purse. Lest she 
burger and returned And some are deep, but childish forget... 

to his place at the hearts are small Mrs. Kennedy’s 


counter did she 
open her magazines 


and proceed to rolled. 
thumb through aaieiian 
them expectantly. 


At last she found us all. 
what she was look- 
ing for. It was an 
informal shot of 
Lauren Bacall, but 
fortunately in color. 
Elisabeth studied it 
closely. Their hair 
was nearly the same 
shade. And there 
was a certain fami- 
liarity about the 
smile, the angle of the tipped head. Of 
course the resemblance wasn’t too 
obvious, still that boy had been strongly 
aware of it. 


to love 
looks. 


and brooks, 


demand.” 


Elisabeth ate and drank absently, her 
eyes fixed on the picture. And all the 
time her thoughts were busy, racing 
this way and that, stumbling over each 
other. 

Elisabeth thought 

We do look alike. 
she’s more glamourous, 
her clothes are smarter and her hair-do 
more becoming. But those are things 
she’s accomplished herself. And look at 
the wonderful exciting life she must lead, 
look at what she’s made of herself and 
of her opportunities. While I—her 
reflection broke in a wave of 
contempt. 


Lauren Bacall, 
wonderingly, and I. 
Oh, of course, 


self- 


It was so easy, so pitifully easy, to 
get into a rut in a small suburban town. 
In fact, Westham was almost entirely 
one big rut, just waiting to imprison the 
unwary. And a job like Elisabeth’s 
didn’t help, either. Her contacts with 
people were brief, impersonal. And she 
had formed the habit of escaping the 
unsatisfactory details of her life in the 
world of books all about her. Books were 
her bulwark against boredom, imaginary 
adventures and emotions were always 


And secret as a garden with a wall. 
They want no lonely pageantry un- 


Nor is the night for them, albeit 


With wonders that make children of 


For children were destined by God 
The little things which folly over- 
Their savings are in countless woods 
Invested wisely in the hour at hand, 
Each day a bright, 


with which to prove 
The magic words, 


living room was 
empty as Elisabeth 
passed its doorway 
on her way toward 
the stairs. She felt 
faintly relieved that 
her fellow roomers 
had gone to_ bed. 
They were nice girls, 
all of them, good 
friends. Elisabeth 
was fond of them. 
But they were as 
deep in a narrow rut 
as she. If she meant 
to free herself she 
would have to break 
the familiar pattern of evenings spent 
reading or playing bridge, of week ends 
devoted to washing and mending her 
clothes, to shampooing her hair, with 
perhaps an occasional trip in to the 
city with the other girls for a concert 
or a new play. 


blank cheque 


“pay bearer on 


“IT must do different things, meet 
different people,” Elisabeth told herself. 
“I must make myself over, come out of 
my shell, go look for life instead 
waiting for it to find me.” 

She felt younger, excited and filled 
with energy, but she looked just the 
same. The reflection that gazed out at 
her from her dresser mirror made that 
point plain. Elisabeth slipped off her 
raincoat, hung it up neatly. Then she 
took the pins from her hair and shook 
it forward about her face in an unaccus- 
tomed cloud. She removed her glasses, 
too. Wearing them most of the time 
had become a habit, although they were 
really only necessary for close work. 
She proceeded to brush and comb and 
manipulate her hair patiently, still it 
wouldn’t come right. The waves left 
by her braids made it stubborn and 
unmanageable. Elisabeth’s arms grew 
tired with the struggle. 


There was a faint tap of knuckles at 
the door, then it opened and Stella 


Mrs ASW le aI itt a 0 av a A idl a ae EM SN i 


it ino, ae Sot Jagr al Puc 


ahh UNE Foca Oe sna 


erie eat acl At 


Ad dBi chit 


PKG Pon tinh 2 


wx 


D bein ticlccacdts itis ALI asta! sR ain Meee itn ashi nes 














Forsythe came in. Stella taught English 
at the high school and the sedentary life 
had made her put on weight in all the 
wrong places. And the flowered house- 
coat she wore served to accent rather 
than disguise her shortcomings. 

‘““What in the world kept you so late?” 
she asked. “‘We wanted to play bridge.” 

“| had an errand in town.”” Not for 
worlds would Elisabeth have admitted 
what her errand had been. Stella’s wit 
could be caustically sharp on occasion. 
Now Elisabeth turned from the mirror 
to face her, letting her weary arms drop, 
“*T was just trying my hair a new way.” 

Stella’s brows went up humorously. 
“TI hope it’s still in the experimental 
stage. Right now it looks like a straw- 
stack.” 

Elisabeth quelled a prick of resent- 
ment. “It’s my braids that make it so 
nard to tame down.” 

“T like your braids,” 
“They’re becoming.” 

“But sort of old-looking, don’t you 
think?” 


Stella 


said. 


none of us is getting any 


“Well, 
younger,” Stella pointed out. “What 
sort of hair-do were you figuring on?” 

Elisabeth turned back to the mirror 
doubtfully. 
with her hands, remembering the picture 
tucked away in her purse. “Ch, sort of 
smooth and loose, brushed under 


She made vague motions 


“Not one of those page-boy things the 
teen-agers go 1a for?” Stella laughed. 
“Oh, come now, Liz!” 

For a moment Elisabeth hated her. 
Then she cooled off. After all, why 
should she expect understanding from 
Stella, content in her little rut as she 
was? Poor Stella, who didn’t look like 
any movie star Elisabeth could think of, 
certainly not Lauren Bacall. 

She spoke with admirable restraint, 
“Well, Pll leave it till morning. Maybe 
I can do more with it when I’m not so 
ee aes 


But in the morning Elisabeth again 
failed to achieve the effect she wanted. 
Was her hair too long, or too thick? 
Finally she gave up and braided it as 
before, just loosening it a little about 
her face. Her clothes proved difficult, 
But she wore a blouse with a lacy 
frill at the throat, which an aunt had 
her for Elisabeth 
decided that on her day off she would 
buy a new dress, something quite differ- 
ent to what she ordinarily wore, softly 
feminine, or even a touch exotic. But 
different, that was the thing. It was the 


too, 


given Christmas. 


deadly monotony of sameness she must 
cuard against. 


HER DAY at the library was much the 
same as other days. She and her assist- 
ant, Mary Thompson, were busy serving 
the needs of the people who came and 
went. Elisabeth knew most of the 
library’s patrons by sight at least. Yet 
today, because of quickening 
within herself, they seemed different. 
More interesting. More human. Individ- 


some 


uals, not just readers. Did they sense 
a change in her, too, she wondered, she 
hoped? 

It was shortly after four o’clock, and 
Mary was occupied downstairs in the 
children’s room, when John Garrett 
came in and approached Elisabeth’s 
desk. He was a well-set-up young man, 
as an athletic coach should be. In his 
thirties, Stella Forsythe said. All the 
unmarried women teachers at Westham 
High found him most attractive. “But 
then,” as Stella put it wryly, “we'd feel 
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that way about any bachelor under 60 
who still had his hair and teeth.” He 
really handsome, Elisabeth 
thought as she smiled and said hello. 
But he had a strong pleasant face and 
his manner was quiet and agreeable. 
Then she saw the two magazines he was 
holding out to her and a hot tide of 
confusion seeped up in her. 

“You left them at the restaurant last 
night,” John Garrett explained. “Mr. 
Hanson found them right after you’d 
gone. I intended to stop in the library 
today, so I told him I’d see you got 
them.” 

“Well—thank you,” Elisabeth man- 
aged, stuffing the magazines away in her 
desk. “I hope it wasn’t too much 
trouble.” 


wasn’t 


He shook his head, smiling. ‘You 
like movies?” 


“Well, 


floundered. 


them,” Elisabeth 
“But I never buy movie 
magazines ordinarily. 


some of 
It was just—” 
She couldn’t confide in a 
casual acquaintance that she had wanted 


she stopped. 


to check up on whe cher she ically lockea 
like Lauren Bacall. 

“What's wrong?” John Garrett asked, 
his smile “Afraid I'll 
blackmail you for reading froth on your 
time off? After all, you needn’t be a 
librarian 24 hours a day, any more than 
I need be a teacher all the time.” 

He wasn’t laughing at her, he was 
laughing with her, Elisabeth realized, 
and her embarrassment lessened. 

“Anyway,” John Garrett 
easily, “your secret’s 


broadening. 


went 
with 


for was to find out 


on 
safe me. 
What | stopped by 
if you have any good books on the 
Bahamas. I want to do a bit of reading 
up on that part of the world.” 

“Why, yes.” Elisabeth got up quickly. 
“I’m sure we have.” 

She found two books on the Bahamas 
for John Garrett without any trouble 
After he had gone off with them, she 
wondered why he was interested. Per- 
haps he was planning a vacation trip for 
the summer. 

Several days later, just before nine 
o'clock, the athletic coach returned the 
books he had borrowed. 

Elisabeth was still wearing her hair 
in her She had 
but mest 


braids. 
vivid lipstick, 
off anyway by 
And the new 
the Saturday 
hadn’t turned out to be so very different 


accustomed 
bought a more 
of it was worn this time 
of the evening. dress she 


had selected previous 
from the styles she ordinarily wore. 
After all, the habit of years isn’t easy 
to break. And some of the dresses sh¢ 
had tried on had made her feel silly, 
they had seemed so fussy and unsuit- 
able. And so she had compromised on a 
tailored wool in a soft aqua shade that 
Stella said would be sure to soil very 
quickly. 
still it made her feel more like Lauren 
Bacall inside than a sensible navy blue. 


Elisabeth supposed it would, 


John Garrett didn’t look quite so 
cheerful as he had on the occasion of 
their last encounter. 


“Did you enjoy the books?” she 
asked. 

tie nodded —frowning slightly. ‘* Well 
yes and no. They were interesting 


enough, but—”’ he broke off, a rueful 
smile accenting the lines at the corners 
of his mouth. “Well, the truth is, | 
guess | was expecting them to help me 
settle a question in my own mind. And 
that’s a good deal to ask of books.” 

“Yes, I suppose it is,” Elisabeth 
agreed politely. 
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Modern floor, yes! It’s Marboleum... 
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furniture or in 1949 
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old-fashioned the 


bride’s dream house 
maidish about it. No shooing and booing 
if the crowd tramp in with muddy or 
snow-caked shoes ... or want to dance. 
Marboleum is so largely tough, resilient 
and a flick 


of the mop makes it smile again. 


cork that they can’t scuff it... 


Whatever 
you can express yourself with Marboleum 


your age or temperament — 
—colour arrangements, borders, motifs 
... Custom-built to suit YOU ... Easy on 
the elbow-grease — all it asks is alittle 
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and durable! 

For colour-life in the new home, or new 
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Magic’s Luscious STRAWBERRY CAKE! 


Set up your own strawberry festival—gala in the garden 





or regal at the table! Grace it with this gorgeous new 
Magic cake! With big, ripe berries in a cool drift of 
whipped cream on top. And the filling—a luscious red 
layer of crushed strawberries... overflowing a cake so 
marvellously light it must be made with Magic! 


i Yes, with Magic Baking Powder, there’s no trick to 
turning out perfect cakes—delicate'in flavor, light as a J 
puff! Magic costs less than i¢ per average baking—pro- 

tects other ingredients. Put Magic 


costly on your §& 


grocery list today. f 


MAGIC STRAWBERRY CAKE 


V4 tsp. salt 
4 eggs, separated 


124 cups sifted pastry flour 
or 1! cups sifted hard-wheat 
14 cup cold water 

1 cup fine granulated sugar 
1!6 tsps. vanilla 


flour 
2 tsps. Magic Baking Powder 


Sift flour, Magic Baking Powder and salt to- 





gether 3 times. Beat egg yolks thick and light; 
gradually beat in the cold water and cup of 


the sugar; beat constantly for 4 minutes. Beat 


Pa 


egg whites until stiff but not dry; gradually beat 

in remaining cup sugar, beating after cach 

addition until mixture stands in peaks. Add 

flour mixture to yolk mixture about a quarter 

at atime, folding lightly after each addition just 

5 until four is incorporated; fold in vanilla, Add 

: meringue to yolk mixture and fold gently until 

combined. Turn into two ungreased 8" round 

cake pans. Bake in moderate oven, 350°, 25 to 30 

minutes. Immediately cakes are baked, invert 

pans and allow cakes to hang, suspended, until 

é cold (to “hang” cakes, rest rim of inverted panon 

3 inverted egg cups or coffee cups). Put cold cakes 

together with sweetened crushed strawberries; 

top with lightly-sweetened and flavored whipped 
cream and garnish with whole strawberries. 
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John Garrett tapped one of the 
volumes with a long, blunt-tipped finger. 
“These made the islands sound very 
colorful, very fascinating. But I already 
suspected that. The truth 
seemed to grope for words with which 


is” he 
to clothe some inner uncertainty—“‘! 
guess I’m just not able to make up my 
mind. That’s a sad admission to hav 
to make, isn’t it?” 

“Ves,” Elisabeth said, “but I often 
have trouble making up mine.” 

“Vou do?” His eves were a curious 
hazel color, although Elisabeth had been 
practically sure they were brown. But 
she had never had such a direct view 
into them before. 

““Oh, ves,” she admitted. “I wave 
around a lot.” 

“So do I,” John Garrett said. “Take 
a thing like this job in Nassau—”’ 

“Job?” Elisabeth repeated wonder- 
ingly. 

““T’ve had an offer from a school there. 
But”’—he shook his head 
big step, such an important decision. 
Here I know what | 
everything set and familiar 

“But it’s a rut,” Elisabeth said 
quickly, so quickly that she scarcely had 
time to realize what she was saying. 
““That’s the trouble familiarity, 
they make such high walls, 
them so gradually. we 


‘it’s such_a 


have, security, 


with 
security 
but they make 
don’t realize what’s happening until 
all of a sudden we find we can’t see over 
the top, that we’re imprisoned—-” she 
broke off, aghast at her own effrontery. 
“Not,” she added hastily, apologeti- 
cally, “that it’s any of my business. I’m 
SOrry |—” 

“Wait,” John Garrett interrupted, 
staring more directly at her than ever. 
“IT want a while to digest some of the 
things you just said. And when I’ve had 
time to think about them, I’d like to 
have you around to discuss the matter 
further. Look” 
lighting his whole face about 
having a hamburger with me at Han- 
son’s and we can talk, really talk. | 


his grin was boyish, 
‘how 


Point of View 


Continued from page 16 


and the other one — Mrs. Bruce or Hughes 
or something, who had a kind of sniff. 
“Well,” he said again, “‘what do you 
think you want the mayor to do about 
it? He’s a pretty busy man. I don’t 
know if he’s much interested in house- 
work. Seems like a woman’s kind of 


business.” 


““Hmph,” Mrs. Bruce or Hughes said. 
“*He’d soon sit up and take notice if 
he had to do the work himself, some 
maid walking out when he least expected 
it. If he ever had to get right down and 
do it himself, the way most of us had to 
and lots of other im- 
portant things to do, too. When you 


during the war 


couldn’t get help for love or money. It’s 
easier to get now, and even wages are 
coming down. It won’t be long before 
domestics stop being so independent. A 
good thing, too.” She stopped and 
sniffed again. She looked a little mixed 
up for a minute and then she said 
quickly, ““What we’re trying to do is 
look ahead. Plan. Give housework 
dignity. Make the workers feel import- 
ant. So they won’t—-well, you see what 
| mean.” 

Miss Winters straightened her back. 
She said firmly, “‘What we want the 


need someone to talk to, someone wh: 
can think straight.” 

“Why—why, yes,” Elisabeth gasped 

“I'd be gladto.. .” 
PTHAT WAS in the spring. One afte: 
noon in autumn Murray Emery cam 
down the high-school steps accompanic: 
by his girl friend, Dottie Millen. 

Dottie was overwhelmed with giggl 
which she had managed with difficult) 
to keep suppressed till they got outsid 
the school. Now she exclaimed, “ Murray, 
The idea, telling Mis 
much she looked lik: 


you're awful! 
Murdock 
Greer Garson.” 

“Okay,” Murray said complacently 
“so I’m awful. But didn’t you see how 
her whole face lit up when I said it? She 
practically sparkled, poor old thing.” 

“But she doesn’t look like her a bit,” 
Dottie objected, “except that her hair’s 
sort of red.” 

“That’s all it takes,” Murray in- 
formed her. “If they’re redheads [ tell 
‘em they look like Greer and if they’ re 
dark I compare ’em to Hedy Lamarr. 
Blondes—well, there’s any number of 
movie stars blondes remind me of. | 
make homely women happy that way.” 

“You're crazy,” Dottie told him 
“Do you actually mean you pull that 
line all the time?” 

“Sure,” Murray said, “it’s practically 
my only good deed. I like to see ’em get 
all dewy-eyed and breathless.”” His tone 
grew reminiscent. “You remember that 
Miss Faraday who used to work at the 
library?” 

Dottie nodded. How could she forget? 
Half the girls in high school had had 
the most terrific crush on the athletic 
And when he married that 
washed-out librarian and took her with 
him to his thrilling new job in the 
Bahamas—simply nobody could under- 
stand what he saw in her. She brought 
her attention back to Murray with an 
effort. 

He was chuckling. ‘“‘Well, once | 
told her she looked like Lauren Bacall.” 


he yw 


ce rach. 


mayor to do is to give this plan his 
official approval and then get some civic 
bodies to work helping to organize it 
and setting up clubrooms. And projects. 
That’s what we want.” 

“Well,” Mr. Maugham said again, 
“TIL tell the mayor about it I'll tell 
He’s a pretty busy 
He’s got lots of heavy 
important things going on right now, 
one way or the other.” 


him you came in. 
man, though. 


When they were gone he made a few 
neat notes on a pad. The mayor would 
not be very interested. He never did 
pay much attention to the women. He 
said, let most of it go in one ear and out 
the other; they didn’t know what they 
wanted themselves, most of the time, 
anyway. And all the fuss women made 
over housework was pretty silly, Mr. 


_Maugham thought to himself, although 


it didn’t do to say that out loud at 
home. Iron a few shirts and cook a 
steak and wash off the kitchen floor 
now and again... it was all pretty 
simple. 

Ella did a lot of talking at home about 
how hard it was to keep house, but it 
couldn’t be as bothersome as being the 
mayor’s third secretary. That took all 
his time and thinking. He didn’t ask 
much at home. As long as he had three 
meais a day set in front of him and the 
buttons sewn on his shirts and his slip- 
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“CANADA DRY 
Yoo Laiting Refeedtment./ 


Anytime you want a lift, cool “Canada Dry” 
is the choice—it’s dry, that’s why! Dry means 
not-too-sweet and that 
means Canada Dry will 
really refresh you and you'll 
stay refreshed! Grand forany 
age, any time, anywhere. 
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pers left under the edge of his bed, he 
didn’t pay much attention to what Ella 
said. Unless she came right out and said 
she was overdrawn at the bank he had 
learned not to listen. He had plenty of 
listening to do all day. 


MR. MAUGHAM didn’t have the least 
idea, although he’d certainly been told 
over and over, that the girl who'd been 
helping Mrs. Maugham since last fall 
was leaving, going down the street with 
her suitcase at the very moment when 
he was talking to the women from the 
Progress Club. Ella knew enough not to 
let her stay in the house while she looked 
over new girls or tried one out. The old 
ones always upset the new ones. It was 
better to start fresh every time. 

She had put an ad in the paper two 
days ago and had talked to quite a few 
girls on the telephone. Some of them 
were hopeless, of course, wanting to 
know everything and practically asking 
for references; but it was lets better 
than last time. Several who sounded 
really possible had called. Mrs. 
Maugham had been able to ask those 
some pretty straight questions, and the 
woman with the best-sounding answers 
was on her way up now. Or said she 
was; sometimes of course even yet they 
didn’t turn up. It was a kind of test, 
though. 

While Mrs. Maugham was waiting for 
this new woman she was talking on the 
telephone. She was talking to her friend, 
Marge Baines. Henry, her husband, 
wasn’t a bit sympathetic. A man just 
simply didn’t understand a woman’s 
problems in the house. He thought 
housekeeping was simple, like his own 
job. He just didn’t have any idea. 
There he sat, all day long in a nice 
office that somebody else kept clean 
and polished, listening to people tell 
things and writing them down in a 
book. There wasn’t a thing to it. If he 
needed help, he pushed a button, and 
somebody that was well trained and 
bright came to do what he wanted. 

No, a man didn’t know a thing about 
housekeeping troubles, but another 
woman did, of course. Marge did. She 
always had plenty herself. 

Mrs. Maugham finished her story. 
**So, that’s the end of that,” she said. 
“*She’s gone, bag and baggage.” 

Marge said, “Well, never mind, Ella. 
You had her quite a while. You had her 
three or four months anyway, didn’t 
you? They still aren’t staying anywhere 
much longer than that. Not yet. It 
used to be you could count on eight or 
nine months. But not now. They’re too 
independent. If it isn’t one thing, it’s 
another.” 

Mrs. Maugham sighed. “I know,” 
she said. “ But I did think I was perman- 
ent this time. I thought | had somebody 
permanent. Only I want a nice quict 
peaceful home and | can’t have a girl 
who’s impertinent. Like this last one. 
I’d almost rather do it myself. The 
work, | mean.” ~~ ar Pereeerert 

“If it isn’t one thing,” Marge said, 
“it’s another. I’m not so sure I’m suited 
myself right now. Wages are coming 
down and girls are easier to get and I’m 
not a bit sure I’m suited. This girl I’ve 
got isn’t particular enough for me, not 
anywhere near. She just isn’t clean 
enough, that’s all. I have to have per- 
fect cleanliness. If you haven't got 
that, you haven’t got anything.” 

Mrs. Maugham turned her head to 
look down the street. A woman was 


coming, half a block away. Maybe it 
was the new girl. Mrs. Maugham didn’t 
really listen to what Marge was saying. 
Marge always went on and on about her 
own troubles if you gave her half a 
chance. Of course she had to have her 
chance, but yeu didn’t need to pay too 
much attention. Mrs. Maugham said 
absently, ““What does she do, neglect 
the corners?” 

“Well, it hasn’t exactly got to that,” 
Marge admitted. “But I can see it 
coming. Right now there’s one thing she 
does drives me nearly crazy. And | 
can’t bring myself to speak to her about 
it because it’s such a dirty trick she’s 
got. She leaves the hair in my comb.” 

“In your comb?” Mrs. Maugham 
repeated, still watching the woman 
coming up the street. “You mean she 
uses your comb?” 

“No, no,”” Marge said impatiently. “I 
mean when she cleans my _ bedroom. 
Ske slips right over that comb and 
leaves it lying there on my dresser full 
of hair. At first she used to pick it up 
and take the hair out of it and put it 
away properly in the drawer, but not 
now, she doesn’t. She picks it up and 
dusts underneath it and puts it right 
down again, full of hair. I tell you, it’s 
getting on my nerves something awful. 
] always say it’s the little things like that 
that get you down. A person yust-can’t 
give in on the little things—first thing 
you know, you’re taken advantage of in 
everything. They get more and more 
independent when you start giving in. 
I! must have perfect cleanliness, and 
she’s not really clean or she wouldn’t 
leave a comb full of hair lying around. 
I’m not going to speak to her about 
it. | can’t bring myself to. But one of 
these days I'll just fly off and tell her to 
go, that’s all. I keep hearing about 
other girls looking for jobs. I'll just fly 
off. A little thing like that can get you 
down until you’re ready to scream. 
Goodness knows, we put up with 


’” 
enough. 


THE WOMAN coming up the street 
looked like a maid, all right. She had a 
brown tweed coat and a shabby hat. 
She looked anxious too. That was a 
good thing. The anxious ones were best. 
You could get a lot more out of them. 
“Oh,” said Mrs. Maugham, not 
remembering what Marge had_ been 
talking about. “Well, if it isn’t one 
thing, it’s another. I don’t know why. 
I think this is just about a perfect place. 
I don’t think I have to put up with 
impertinence when a girl has such a 
good place, her own bathroom and 
everything. And I don’t know what 
made her impertinent, that last girl. It 
was the day we were doing the ivy she 
was so bad. You know, the ivy in the 
dining room. She was clumsy with it 
always, and kept breaking pieces of it 
off when she was handling it. I couldn’t 
stand it any longer and told her for 
zcodness’ sake to be careful. I’d told 


her often enough before. She should 


have known to be careful. But when I 
spoke to her that day she muttered 
something under her breath and then 
buttoned up her mouth and wouldn’t 
tell me what she'd said. If I’d known 
what made her act that way it wouldn’t 
have been so bad. But I didn’t know 
and she wouldn’t tell me, so I just told 
her she’d have to go. I wish I could have 
read her mind, It was like something 
seething in there all the time. I’m going 
to be nervous about that ivy from now 
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on, although I don’t see what the ivy 
could have had to do with it. It’s just a 
job like everything else.” 

“It’s the little things that get you 
down,” Marge said sympathetically. 
“Well, have you got any prospects?” 

Just then the doorbell rang. 

“I guess this is one now,” Mrs. 
Maugham said. “I thought I saw her 
coming up the street. Her name’s Millie 
something or other. 
pretty particular this time. The only 
trouble is, I hate talking to them, inter- 
viewing them. It isn’t like the old days, 
when you knew what you were talking 
to. Nice young clean country girls, they 
used to be. Now they get you all mixed 
up, they’ve done so many jobs and they 
all seem to have such mixed-up stories. 
I get worn out listening. And I need 
somebody right away.” 

The doorbell rang again, timidly. 

“Il call you back, Marge,” Mrs. 
Maugham said. “I'll tell you what she’s 


like.” 


; 
I’m going to be 


MILLIE SAT anxiously on the edge of 


the hard chair and watched this new 
woman’s face. Mrs. Mawm. That was 
her name. 

“1 don’t know what to make of this 
reference of yours,”” Mrs. Mawm was 
saying, not very sure what to do. “I 
don’t have too much faith in references, 
though. I have a bad time writing them 
myself. Now tell me—just exactly why 
did you leave this place with Mrs. os 
she looked at the reference again, “Mrs. 
Dorgan.” 

Millie locked her hands together on 
her knee. When she'd started telling the 
answer to that one, a week ago, it hadn’t 
hung together very well, because the 
truth kept getting mixed in and kind of 
spoiling it. A person’s feelings, when 
they were still raw, had a way of mixing 
things up. The straight truth wasn’t 
anything a person could really up and 
tell. You just couldn’t say 
that cal. He kept sneaking in and mess- 
ing up the corners of my nice clean 
kitchen floor. It sounded finicky for a 
person to say that. Other people might 
have a cat or a dog or something, and 
they would think you didn’t like ani- 
mals. It wasn’t animals, it was just that 
dirty cat, always sneaking in when a 


it was 


person’s back was turned. 

“Well?” Mrs. Mawm said again. That 
was a funny name she had, but it was 
her name, all right. She had said it 
herself on the telephone. 

“Well,” Millie said, “I fell down on 
the sidewalk and sprained my finger. It 
didn’t get well, not real well, anyways. 
| worried along with it for a long time, 
and it didn’t get better, so I had to tell 
Mrs. Dorgan about it. It wasn’t getting 
right, I told her, so 1 thought I better go 
down and stay a while with my sister in 
the country, maybe. For a while, any- 
ways, and | didn’t know if it would get 
better at all, so | told Mrs. Dorgan she 
better get somebody else, in case it 
didn’t. So she did, and then as soon as | 
quit work it started to get better, my 
finger, and it’s all well again. So | 
might’s well get a job again now.” 

“*You’re sure it’s entirely well again?” 
Mrs. Mawm frowned, 

“The doctor said so yesterday. It’s as 
good as ever. The rest fixed it.” 

Mrs. Mawm liked that about the 
doctor. She liked it about the sister in 
the country, too. She said, “I see. And 
you have a sister down in the country.” 
She thought about that. Millie watched 





her. They liked it if you had a sister, 
or a good friend, or some place they 
could ship you off to if you got sick. 
Millie didn’t have a sister in the coun- 
try. She didn’t have a sister at all. She 
didn’t have anybody much, but that 
was all right. If a person did have any- 
body they were more likely to be de- 
pending on her than her on them. 
“Well,” Mrs. Mawm said, still think- 
ing. “I don’t know just what to say. 
The main thing is, | want a girl who 
knows her place and will be permanent. 


I won’t have a girl who isn’t polite, and 
it’s no use taking one if she doesn’t want 
to be permanent. Do you want to be 
permanent? I’m tired of breaking in 
. 4 = ” 

new girls all for nothing. 

“T want to be permanent,” Millie said. 
“e ’ - e ” 2 

I don’t like changing.” She thought 
back over all the places . they 
melted together in her mind, so that she 
couldn’t remember if it was the Burley 
girl who stole her cake of pink soap, and 
if it was Mister Dunn who came home 
drunk without his key five nights a 
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week, and who wanted soup made out 
of the mushroom skins; and who had 
the house where the fences were so high 
at the back, so that she had to come up 
the alley in the pitch dark and hunt for 
the door. There was always something. 
She didn’t like changing, that was true, 
but there was always something that 
got you so you couldn’t stand it another 
minute, like that filthy Dorgan cat, 
sneaking in the kitchen whenever her 
back was turned. Millie said again, “| 
don’t like changing a bit,” and she 


A Dream of a bathroom | 


FOR DOWN-TO-EARTH 
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BUDGETS 
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On a modest budget? You can still have a lovely bathroom 


to suit your plans and purse! But do insist on CRANE, 


right down to the last hidden valve—for years of trouble-free 


service. CRANE’S basic beauty allows for any number of 


decorative schemes and colours. Practical as well as 


pleasing, the durable, glass-like surfaces, rounded corners 


and curved angles of Crane bathroom fixtures are as 


easily-cleaned-as-your-best-china-dishes, 


Your architect or plumbing and _ heating 
contractor will be glad to advise you on 
any type of CRANE plumbing and heating 


equipment for your home. 





NATION-WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMPFING AND HEAT 


CRANE LIMITED AND SUBSIDIARY COMPANIES 






General Office: 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal 2, Canada 
18 branches in 10 Canadian Provinces 


Products of the following subsidiary companies are manufactured 
to Crane standards of quality: 

CANADIAN POTTERIES Limited 

PORT HOPE SANITARY Manvfacturing Co. Limited 

CRANE STEELWARE Limited 


* PLUMBING 
* HEATING 


* VALVES 
* FITTINGS 
* PIPING 






CRANE LIMITED, 












WARDEN KING Limited 






ALLIANCEWARE Ltd. 


EVERYWHERE 
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Here are some delicious new uses for 
home-made Chocolate Syrup, made 
with Fry’s Cocoa. 


Tall foaming sodas, wholesome 
chocolate milk, ice-cream floats, 


SHARP SPARKLE OF 
CHOCOLATE SODA 


In a tall glass, mix 14 cup milk 
with 2 tablespoons Fry’s choc- 
olate syrup until well blended. 
Add 2 tablespoons ice cream 
and fill with sparkling water. 


POSITIVELY PROFESSIONAL — 
CHOCOLATE FLOAT 


Mix 3 tablespoons Fry’s choc- 
olate syrup, 1 cup of milk and 
2 tablespoons of ice cream. 
Beat with rotary egg beater or 
shake until well blended. Pour 
into glass, and add 1 more 
tablespoon of ice cream. 















FRYS 


The Cocoa with the 





Want to make your own 
Chacalate Coolers this Summer? 


sundaes — smooth, cold, refreshing! 
The children car. dish up their own 
favorite any time! 


So keep a jar of this home-made 
Chocolate Syrup handy in the ice-box. 





EASY AS WINK — 
CHOCOLATE MILK 


Simply add a dessertspoon of 
Fry’s chocolate syrup to a glass 
of cold milk and stir. 


PERFECT TOO FOR 
CHOCOLATE SUNDAES 


With just a scoop of ice cream, 
a cherry and a generous lashing 
of chocolate syrup — mm-yum, 
you’ve got a real chocolate 
sundae! For a chocolate-mint 
sundae, deliciously cool, stir 
a drop of peppermint extract 
into the syrup. 


TRANSFORMS DESSERTS INTO 
PARTY TREATS 


Everyday junkets and gelatine 
desserts, milk or cake puddings 
become. exciting and new with 
a_rich dark topping of Fry’s 
chocolate syrup! Try adding 
a spoonful of raspberry jam 
to vary this party treat! 





Richer Chocolate Flavor 





sounded a little bit tired, even to herself. 
Mrs. Mawm looked at her sharp, and 
saw the two-three grey hairs, and the 
sag that had begun to come in Millie’s 
Millie knew what she saw and 
she could feel Mrs. Mawm 
thought. Here’s a woman who’s begin- 
ning to get old. She’s ready to settle 
down, but she’s good for 10 years yet, 
she’s not that cld. She’!ll be permanent. 
She'll stay in the family. No use her 
getting notions about any kind of job 


mouth. 
what 


but housework. 

Millie thought, if only there was a 
nice fam somewhere with nothing 
wrong. If only there was. Maybe there 
was. Maybe this was it. 

Very well,” Mrs. Mawm said, all of a 
sudden. “Very well. I'll take you. Can 
you come today?” 

“Tl can go right now and get my suit- 
case,” Millie said. “It won’t take two 
hours.” 

‘**Come along then,” Mrs. Mawm said, 
getting up. “I'll show you the house.” 
She was kind of nice-looking, after all, 
plain and nice. She was stout and kind 
of comfortable-looking, and that was a 
good sign. She wouldn’t be stingy about 
the meat and things. 

The house was in good shape, nice 
and clean. It looked like a warm enough 
house, too. There were only two children 
and they were both at school. It was 
quiet. 

Millie liked her room, too. She saw it 
first of all, up on the third floor. The 
bed looked all right, and the mirror 
wasn’t wavy. There was even an arm- 
chair, and a lamp you could read by, 


with a pleated silk shade. It was 
scorched on one side, but a person 
couldn’t complain about that. It 


wouldn’t be up here in the maid’s room, 
that expensive shade, if it hadn’t got 
scorched. The second floor was nice 
enough, open and airy and not too 
cluttered with things to dust. The 
kitchen was all right too, with a good- 
sized refrigerator and a_ flat-topped 
electric stove and blue-and-white lino- 
leum. There wasn’t a cat or a dog in 
sight, and no pans or things around that 
looked as if they had one. The back door 
was at the side, where the street light 
would shine on it so a person could see 
to put her key in at night, and not be 
afraid somebody was hiding in the 


shadow there. Yes, it seemed all right; 
very nice, and Mrs. Mawm was friendly 
enough and not as sharp as Millie had 
thought she was, maybe, at first. Maybe 
ihis was a permanent place after all. 
There didn’t seem to be anything the 
matter at all. 

Except that when they went in the 
dining room, when Millie got a look at 
the big bay window, a kind of twinge 
came over her, just for a minute. 


MRS. MAWM had left the dining room 
to the last. Millie thought about that 
while she looked at it. The big bay 
window was filled with a wide sheif, and 
the shelf was loaded with plants. That 
might be all right, because people that 
liked plants as much as that usually 
fussed over them themselves. But at 
each side of the window there was a big 
pot of ivy, very pretty, with long, long 
strands of it growing up to the ceiling. 
[t was so lone that Mrs. Mawm tad 
twined it all along the white dining room 
walls on a kind of narrow little trellis; it 
crept all around the room and twisted 
itself across the corners of the ceiling. It 
was very pretty against the white walls. 
Just for a minute Millie thought how 
pretty it was. 

Then Mrs. Mawm looked at her, just a 
short quick look, and her voice got a 
little higher. She said in a very kind, 
soft way, “It is pretty, isn’t it? And 
really no trouble to handle at all. Once 
a month we take it down, of course, and 
clean the walls. Then we put the ivy 
back on those little trellises. Of course 
we have to handle it very carefully, or 
otherwise the little tendrils would get 
broken and die.” 

After a minute Millie said “‘There’s 
quite a lot of it, isn’t there?” 

Mrs. Mawm laughed. ‘‘Not as much 
as there used to be,” she said. “ You'll 
get used to it. Do you... like plants?” 

Millie looked at the ivy. She looked 
at it along time. She thought about the 
four dollars left in her purse. That ivy 

it bothered her. It would make 
trouble. 

Mrs. Mawm was looking at her kind 
of sharp, waiting for her to say some- 


thing. 

Millie said, “Oh, my, yes. | like 
plants fine. My sister down in the 
country has lots of them.” + 





Foot Work 


IT’S A HAPPY day when foot flattery 
and solid comfort combine in a slipper 

as they do here. These felt scuffs, 
with their high-style ankle straps, have 
a dressed-up air, but your feet will love 
their easy coolness these hot days. 
They'll pack like a charm, too, if 
And 


enjoy making them—they’re so easily 


you're holiday-bou nd. you'll 


done! 
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Instructions for making may be obtained from Chatelaine Handicrafts, 


481 University Ave., Toronto 2, 


Order No. S-218, price 5 cents, 
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Too hot to eat? Could be you think 
so, but the toilers and spinners down- 
town seem to work up quite an appetite. 
Better have a good meal on the table, 
temperature notwithstanding. 


Half the leaves off the calendar 
—and July here again. I’ll welcome 
the First, like always, with the Union 
Jack in my window and a cool drink 
in my hand. A votre santé, Canada! 


Take a tip from the tropics. Up 
and at it early in the morning, be lazy 
after lunch (can you sell yourself a 
siesta?) and let your conscience be your 
guide the rest of the day. 


Melt a cup of grated cheese in a 
can of tomato soup (use your double 
boiler) and serve as a sauce for haddock 
or halibut. 


For the porch party or the picnic 
—gingerbread sandwiches. Cut thin 
slices, put together with cream cheese, 
chopped dates and nuts. 


Tops for toppings: set a haived 
marshmallow on chocolate cupcakes 
before baking; fold crushed berries into 
sweetened whipped cream and swirl over 
plain cake. Or instead of berries use 
crushed peppermint sticks or peanut 
brittle; spoon grated semisweet choco- 
late over hot cake, or butter while hot 
and sprinkle with confectioner’s sugar 
and a little grated orange rind mixed 
together. Or sugar, cinnamon and nuts. 


How are you g@girls off for drinks! 
Here’s the mixin’s of a good one: a 
pint of strawberries, crushed, sprinkled 
with a quarter cupful of sugar. Set 
aside for half an hour; add 14 cup each 
orange and grapefruit juice, then a cup 
of lemon. Few grains of salt. Dilute 
to taste—and bend your elbow. 


Many’s the gourmet’s special begins 
with the cracking of a shell. Wrap an 
omelet around some sliced cooked mush- 
rooms and you have one of them. Fresh 
out of mushrooms? Then diced ham, 
grated cheese or chicken livers. 


Watching the honeybees reminds 
me—would you like a candy to make? 
Then 2 cups white sugar, 4% cup honey, 
\% cup water—boil to the hard-boil 
stage (260 deg. F.—if you have a 
candy thermometer and I hope so). 
Beat 2 egg whites; pour the syrup in 
a fine stream over and beat like crazy 
till the business will stand in peaks. Top 
with walnuts or pecans; cool, cut. 
Nougat. 


Snowballs: Roll a dipper of ice 
cream in moist shredded coconut; set 
on a chilled plate. Pass crushed sweet- 
ened berries or chocolate sauce, maybe. 


Snowmen: A scoop of ice cream 
topped by a smaller one. Raisins for 
eyes and the buttons on his vest. An 
almond nose and mouth of candied 
cherry strips. Gumdrop hat. And a 
lollipop broom akimbo. Snow rounda- 
about is coconut. Now if the kids can 
eat that without getting it all over the 
place... 


Observer of peoples in primitive 
lands comes up with this one: if a man 
goes without food for a day, he’ll lie; 
after two days, foodless, he’ll steal. 
Civilization, it’s wonderful; our boys 
have been known to do both without 
missing a meal. 


My mother would never have thought 
it a well-equipped cellar without a 
few bottles of raspberry vinegar on 
the shelves. Are you so young—or so 
unlucky—that you’ve never tasted rasp- 
berry vinegar? Or black currant nectar 
. elderberry wine . . . rhubarb cor- 
dial? Those were the days—the nineteen 
teens! When one swallow could make a 
summer. 


A medley of garden greens, a whisper 
of garlic, a fine French dressing and a 
light-handed tossing—there, to my idea, 
is the salad. Sometimes snip a couple 
nasturtium leaves; add ’’em. For ze tang, 
you know. 


Not being one to hide lights under 
bushels, I'll tell you how I make my 
special-occasion custard. Well, I use 
a pint of table cream, 3 egg yolks, 
tablespoon of sugar, teaspoon vanilla 
mixed and baked in the regular way 
—shallow dish. Then I chill it well 
—at least 4 hours, cover the top with 
grated maple sugar (but I’d settle for 
brown) and pop under the broiler until 
melted and bubbly. Chill again. Some- 
times serve plain, sometimes with a rum 
and butter toffee sauce. And to heck 
with the high cost of living or the 
hathroom scales...Like I said. it’s 


special occasion. 


Here’s another for the book. Make 
a plain 3-egg custard fancy by sprinkling 
a half cup of coconut in the bottom 
of your dish, cover with a dozen or so 
halved marshmallows, then blanket with 
more coconut—another half cup. Pour 
the custard mix over and bake. 


Diplomat: The mother who meets 
trouble halfway and sees that it doesn’t 
come any nearer. + 


Ty this tos 
FRUIT LOAF! 


@A Mid-Summer Day’s Dream come 
true! Tinkling iced tea and this tempt- 
ing Frosty Fruit Loaf—so light, so 
luscious, made with modern Fleisch- 
mann’s Royal Fast Rising Dry Yeast. 
If you bake at home—you'll rejoice in 
the advantages of this new modern 





FROSTY FRUIT LOAF 
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yeast. For Fleischmann’s Royal Fast 
Rising Dry Yeast works exactly like 
fresh yeast—yet it keeps on the pantry 
shelf for weeks without refrigeration! 
Here’s all you do: 


@ Inasmall amount (usually specified ) 
of lukewarm water, thoroughly dis- 
solve 1 teaspoon sugar for each 
envelope of yeast. 

@ Sprinkle with dry yeast. Let stand 
10 minutes. 

@ THEN stir well. (The water used 
with the yeast counts as part of the 
total liquid called for in your recipe). 

Get a month’s supply. Ask your grocer 

for Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Rising 

Dry Yeast! 





Makes 3 Loaves 


Measure into large bowl 
2/3 cup lukewarm water 
2 teaspoons granulated sugar 
and stir until sugar is dissolved. 
Sprinkle with contents of 
2 envelopes Fleischmann's 
Royal Fast Rising Dry Yeast 
Let stand 10 minutes, THEN stir well. 
In the meantime, scald 
2/3 cup milk 
Remove from heat and stir in 
1/2 cup granulated sugar 
1-1/4 teaspoons salt 
6 tablespoons shortening 
Coc! to tukewarm-and-add-te-yeast—mixy 
ture. Stir in 
3 well-beaten eggs 
Stir in 
3 cups once-sifted bread flour 
and beat until smooth; stir in 
3 cups mixture of washed and 
dried seedless raisins, quar- 
tered candied cherries and 
slivered mixed candied peels 
Work in 
3 cups more once-sifted bread 
flour 


Turn out on lightly-floured board and 
knead dough lightly until smooth and elas- 
tic. Place in greased bowl, brush top with 
melted butter or shortening. Cover and set 


dough in warm place, free from draught. 
Let rise until doubled in bulk. Punch down 
dough and divide into 3 equal portions; 
form into smooth balls. Shape into loaves; 
place in well-greased brea ans (41%4" x 
814", top inside measure and 234" deep). 
Grease tops. Cover and let rise until 
doubled in bulk. Bake in moderate oven, 
350°, 45-50 minutes. Cool and ice with 
Plain Icing. 


PLAIN ICING 
Combine 1/2 cup sifted icing sugar 
2 teaspoons milk 
1/8 teaspoon vanilla 
and beat until smooth; 
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Quickly Sells to Four 


Publications 
“IT received a check from the 
Wheeler Syndicate, Montreal. 


for a short short Also, lately, 
the ‘Farmer's Advocate’ (London, 
Ont.), and the ‘Family Herald 
(Montreal) accepted articles on 
women’s activities, and I have 
contributed a number of articles 
on farming activities in Algoma 


to the ‘Farmer's Magazine 
Toronto.""—Mrs. Albert E. Cau- 
field, Hilton Beach, Ontario. 
Canada 


Why Can't 
You Write? 


It’s much simpler than you think! 


O many people with the “germ” of 

writing in them simply can’t get start- 
ed. They suffer from inertia. Or they set 
up imaginary barriers to taking the first 
step. 

Many are convinced the field is confined 
to persons gifted with a genius for writing. 


Few realize that the great bulk of com- 
mercial writing is done by so-called “un- 
knowns.” 

Not only do these thousands of men and 
women produce most of the fiction pub- 
lished, but countless articles on business, 
hobbies, homemaking, social matters, 
sports, travel, human interest stories, local 
and club activities, etc., as well. 

Such material is in constant demand. 
Every week thousands of cheques for $25, 
$50 and $100 go out to writers whose latent 
ability was perhaps no greater than yours. 


The Practical Method 


Newspaper work demonstrates that the 
way to learn to write is by writing! News- 
paper copy desk editors waste no time on 
theories or ancient classics. The story is the 
thing. Every copy “cub” goes through the 
course of practical criticism—a_ training 
that turns out more successful authors than 
any other experience. 

That is why Newspaper Institute of 
America bases its writing instruction on 
the Copy Desk Method. It starts and keeps 
you writing in your own home, on your 
own time. And upon the very same kind of 
actual assignments given daily to metro- 
politan reporters. Thus you learn by doing, 
not by studying the individual styles of 
model authors. 

Each week your work is analyzed con- 
‘structively by practical writers. Gradu- 
ally they help to clarify your own distinctive 
style. Writing soon becomes easy, absorb- 
ing. Profitable, too, as you gain the “pro- 
fessional” touch that gets your material 
accepted by editors. Above all, you can see 
constant progress week by week as your 
faults are corrected and your writing 
ability grows. 


Have You Natural Ability? 


Our Writing Apel. 
tude Test will revea NOTI 0 
whether or not you CAN ADIANS 


have natural talent for 


writing. It will analyze | Newspaper Institute's 
your powers of obser- operations in Canada 
vation, your imagina- | have been approved by 
tion and dramatic in- | the Foreign €xchange 
stinct. You'll enjoy | Control Board. To 
taking this test. There | racijitate all financial 


is no cost or obligation. 


Simply mail the coupon a special 


transactions, 
permit has been assign- 





below, today. News- ' 
paper Institute of ed to their account 
America, One Park with The Canadian Bank 
Avenue, New York 16, of Commerce, Montreal. 
N.Y., U.S.A. (Founded 

1925). 


NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF 
America, One Park Ave., New 
York 16, N.Y., U.S.A. 


Send me, without cost or obligation, your 
Writing Aptitude Test and further informa- 
tion about writing for profit as promised in 
CHATELAINE, July. 


Mr. 

REPO: Poni cae be veebarectanenete o 

Miss 

Address 

(All correspondence confidential. No sales- 
man will call on you) 72-L-599 | 


| 


Copyright, 1949, Newspaper Institute of America 





Nerves 


Continued from page 14 


harried by his boss may have to suppress 
his indignation at the office, but he may 
kick his dog when he gets home, or burst 
out at his wife or his children to relieve 
his tension. Or a woman may clench 
her hands and threaten to scream if 
Sonny slams the door again. What’s 
biting into her may be some tiresome 
job she keeps putting off, or it may 
be dissatisfaction with her looks—she’s 
putting on weight, her hair is drab, her 
skin needs clearing up—but she does 
nothing about it. She’s really angry 
at herself but takes it out on the 
children. The only solution is to face 
problems or unpleasant duties and get 
them over with. - Procrastination can 
play the very dickens with. peace of 
mind. 

There are convenient old wives’ tales 
to-exeuse--the .-rrible-tempered. Bang 
types—the one about redheads having 
quick tempers or inheriting a volcanic 
nature from dear Papa. Oddly enough 
there is no scientific proof that red- 
haired people are constituted differently 
from blondes or brunettes—and bad 
temper is not an inherited characteristic. 
It’s a fact that when people can get 
away with it, they often indulge in 
temper tantrums, but when they have 
to use control, they can do so. 

For anxiety neurosis, which is serious 
enough to lead to mental illness, it’s 
sometimes necessary to recall childhood 
experiences which have been strong 
factors in making you the person you 
are. In this case a few visits to a 
psychiatrist will be most helpful in 
uncovering basic motives which you 
yourself’-may not be able to discover. 

Contrary to popular belief, it is 
seldom overwork which causes nervous 
tension. When you drive yourself long 
past the need to work and beyond you: 
strength, it’s asymptom of tension—not 
a cause. When you go on and on and 
just can’t seem to stop, you’re probably 
running away from some Inner conflict 
and you won't find relief until you bring 
to light the real motive which is causing 
the compulsion to make a slave of 
yourself, 

When you’re all keyed up, in a state 
of conflict and confused as to the reason, 
it’s a good idea to find a true and trusted 
friend to act as a sounding board. Just 
the mere fact of talking over your 
troubles will provide emotional release, 
even though it may not solve your 
problem. But the friend you talk it 
over with must be very close to you 
and interested in your welfare. There’s 
always the danger of being promiscuous 
in handing out confidences. We've all 
been exposed to misguided people who 
use anyone and everyone as a wailing 
wall—with the result they’re exposed to 
ridicule and gossip, thereby adding 
another problem to the ones they al- 
ready have. 


Satisfying Work 


To do the work you like—or like the 
work you do—is one of the best antidotes 
to nerves. Each one of us needs to 
achieve a feeling of purpose and use- 
fulness in living. And to express some 
sort of creativeness. If the job you’re 
doing is really distasteful to you—if it’s 
at all possible it may be worth your 
while to make a change. 
you’re a homemaker with a family 


Of course if 
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Bob Pins! 


OVELY women know that the 

humble bobby pin really 
works for the beauty of your hair! 
So why let the sharp, metallic 
ends of old-style bob pins damage 
hair, teeth, nails? Do as smart 
women everywhere are doing— 
switch to gentle Babs Rubber- 
Tipped Bob Pins! Easy to open, 
they simply slide in. . and hold! 






as — EASIER TO SETHAIR! Rubber 
Buys tips are efficient—hold every 
size of curl! Protect hair! 
Don’t split, break or ‘pull’ 
it. Can’t hurt scalp. 


NAIL POLISH IS SAFE! No 
more sharp, damaging 
ends, Gentle Rubber-Tip- 
ped Bob Pins are kind to 
nails, teeth. Open easier! 





New improved rubber tip is fat, practi- 
cally invisible. Ask for Babs RUBBER- 
TIPPED Bob Pins at your drug or 
notions counter! 


IF YOU DON'T SEE THEM, ASK FOR THEM! 











NEW 
Rubber Tipped 


you’ve got to keep on the job even 
though housework and baby sitting 
become pretty monotonous at times. 
Your best bet is to cultivate interests 
outside of housework. You might. map 
out a course of study, or sign up for 
evening classes to develop latent talent; 
you could join a bowling or badminton 
club. If your husband knows what 
makes for a happier home life, he’ll 
consent to be baby sitter at least one 
evening a week to let you pursue a 
hobby. 

Another point: to have a well- 
rounded personality it’s wise to work 
out a sensible balance between conform- 
ing to public opinion and expressing 
vour own individuality. Naturally 
you'll have to do as others do to a large 
extent, but it’s important to be that 
very particular person, yourself. You 
can do this by developing a latent 
talent, by reading the sort of books 
which will give you a new slant on 
things; or even by choosing clothes 
which best complement the sort of 
person you are. It doesn’t matter if 
the medium you choose is creative, 
serious or frivolous as long as it gets 
your head above the crowd. 


Health Habits 


....Physical health goes hand in ha nd_ 


with mental health. It can be a vicious 
circle if nerves cause illness and illness 
causes nerves. A good beginning is to 
have a complete checkup by your 
doctor. Then learn to eat wisely and 
to take the right amount of exercise to 
make you reasonably tired at the end 
of the day. A good night’s sleep helps 
to blot out tension. But if insomnia is 
one of your problems, don’t make a 
bugbear of it. There is little use gritting 
your teeth, clenching your hands and 
commanding sleep to take over. Be- 
cause, guess what? The harder you try 
to relax, the more wide awake you 
become. If you can’t sleep, be noncha- 
lant about it. Pretend you don’t care 
a hang—that you value the extra hours 
for catching up on your reading. The 
chances are your subconscious mind is 
so contrary that as soon as it thinks 
you want to stay awake, it will clamp 
down and send you off to slumberland. 
* However, if none of the sleep-coaxing 
tricks seem to work, it’s time to call 
for help from your doctor. He may 
prescribe a mild sedative to help you 
get back into the habit of rest. But, 
beware of dosing yourself with sleeping 
medicine or you may become a slave 


to The Pill. 
The Mirror Smiles Back 


People who suffer from nerves usually 
find their sense of humor has taken 
temporary leave of absence. We don’t 
mean the type of humor associated with 
practical jokes or raucous laughter—but 
humor which is.a systematized way of 
looking at life. Many of the day’s 
mishaps can be viewed either with 
gloom and depression or they can be 
shrugged off as just a part of living. If 
you can find something to smile about, 
petty irritations—like the Cheshire cat 
in Alice in Wonderland—often fade into 
a great big grin. 

To quote the homely philosophy of 
Will Durant, “If at times life seems to 
be a bitter jest, forget the bitter and 
remember the jest.’’ 

Fine if you can do it—and you can de 
it if you try. + 
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SID FIELD 
Mr. B. Crosby Considers Mr. S. Field 
To Be The Best Comic In The Business 





Shades of Oliver Cromwell! Shades of Mack 
Sennett, the one-time Quebec farm boy! 


The spirits of both pervade one new film, 
CARDBOARD CAVALIER. 


+ * * 


In this, which is guaranteed historically 
inaccurate, Sid Field, the great comic with 
the semi-detached face, plays fast and loose 
with facts. Margaret Lockwood, co-starred, 
takes lovely liberties with the role of Nell 
Gwynne. An uproar in slapstick, CARD- 
BOARD CAVALIER is set in the time of 
the Roundheads but its comedy comes from 
all the ages. 


* * * 


Sid Field, of course, is the wartime London 
favorite whom Bing Crosby considers one 
of the all-time greats. 


* * * 


Less broad but very, very funny, according 
to London’s Canadian visitors, is another 
new film, PASSPORT TO PIMLICO. It is 


already en route. 


* * * 


Heading the cast are two of the finest pro- 
fessional eccentrics on stage or screen, 
Stanley Holloway and Margaret Rutherford. 
PASSPORT TO PIMLICO also marks the 
film comedy debut of Canadian Paul 
Dupuis. 


* * * 


The highly original story deals with an 
ebullient Britich community which, briefly 
but unbelievably, discards all present-day 
rules, rationing and regulation. 


* * * 


To be sure you see these J. Arthur Rank films, ask for 
the playdates at your local Theatre. 
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I Grabbed Adventure 


Continued from page 15 


traveled with us through the night? | 
never learned. 

In Ontario, on a pouring wet evening, 
[ remember a huge form blocking the 
bus doorway at a wayside halt. Whiffs 
of whisky preceded her. Two hundred 
and forty pounds of panting, dripping 
woman in tartan raincoat, weighed down 
with packages, she edged painfully down 
the aisle. 

““Nobody wants to travel with a fat 
girl, And who am I to blame them?” 
she said cheerfully as she stood, de- 
feated, after struggling fruitlessly past 
seats carefully strewn with hats and 
packages. The hard-boiled travelers in 
October, so much more selfish than the 
summer vacationers, who had spread 
themselves out to avoid a bulky com- 
panion in the double seats, chuckled 
shamefacedly and began te collect their 
things. 

Rocking the whole bus, she flopped 
gratefully into the seat behind me, 
beside a little man with glasses, a 
surprisingly glaring yellow shirt and a 
copy of a highbrow monthly. 

**Bert’s the best boy in the world,” 
I heard her tell him confidingly as the 
miles~ssed---by,--ead- her--voice-- never 
ceased its throaty murmur ‘“‘Bat I had 
to leave because of the gossips. Bert’s 
a clerk in the courthouse, and you know 
what that means, dear, don’t you? You 
can’t have a breath of scandal. I’Il go 
back and live with my daughter for a 
little, but I know Bert won’t let me 
stay. True love it is, if ever there was 
such a thing. He’d swim across the 
ocean for me if he had to. True love, 
it is.” 

I wondered if the reader of the left- 
wing monthly enjoyed this astounding 
example of unlikely romance. I did. 

It is diverse little episodes like these 
that make a bus trip exciting, or amus- 
ing, and help one to forget the monotony 
of the relentless miles and discomfort of 
the narrow seats, 


Travel Tips 


For on a bus trip you have to be 
prepared for discomforts. I’m English, 
and used to cold houses and no modern 
conveniences. I was a war correspon- 
dent, and banged about Europe in hard 
jeeps, on dusty roads, and slept on 
unsprung beds without sheets. 
you are setting out from a pleasant 
Canadian home. you must be prepared 
to lower your standard of comfort. The 
rest rooms are dirty. The seats in the 
buses are comfortable but narrow. On 


an overnight haul you must tie yourself 


into contortions to get any sleep. And 
if, like me, you have long legs, it can be 
agony. 

But you can do a lot to help. I always 
take a bright red stole to shield my 
face at nighttime. Hidden beneath it, 
breathing through the sort of funnel 
one used to make for oneself as a child 
with the bedclothes, I shut out the glare 
when the lights go on at each halt. 
Though the drivers mercilessly make 
you get out at the two- to three-hour 
meal stops, you can get some solid sleep 
in between once you have the knack. 

* | have a hat in a paper sack on the 
rack above me, so that when I| get out, 
slightly bedraggled, to look round a new 


town, or call up a name on my list of 


introductions—because the _ successful 


But if 
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Go relaxed, in armchair comfort, surrounded by congenial company, 


with room, if you’ve a mind to, to stretch your legs and stroll 


through the big roomy coaches and club cars. Travel in carefree ease 


and enjoy, through wide, picture windows the endless variety of 


Canada’s landscape slipping smoothly by. Delight in the 


appetite-tempting dining car meals, deftly and courteously served. 


Journey by night and there’s rest in store for you in 


sleep-inviting accommodations, rooms and berths. When you 


Go Canadian National you arrive refreshed and relaxed. 


Only Canadian National serves all ten provinces. Its timetable is 


your guide to a wide choice of vacation areas. 


Canadian National resorts Jasper, Minaki, 
Pictou and year-round hotels are 

famous for their hospitality. Famous, too, 
is the 10-day cruise north to Alaska 

on the luxurious new SS Prince George. 


Start your vacation right by seeing 


your nearest Canadian National agent now 


“WE'LL TELL YOU WHERE 
AND TAKE YOU THERE” 


ONLY 





RAILWAY SERVING ALL 


RAILWAYS 
AIRLINES 
STEAMSHIPS 
HOTELS 
EXPRESS 


TELEGRAPHS 


NATIONAL 


TEN PROVINCES 
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busser must get the longest list he can | 
—I have a jaunty covering to hide my 


sayé JANE GREER: pee eh ae ky 
tousled hair and give me self-confidence. 


: - e I have several suitcases which I shuffle 
My skin looks S50 Artoct_ atiny moot. like cards—sending two on for a three- 


day journey, then catching up with 


w them, perhaps changing round, depend- 
ith, ew dbur WwW g ing on whom I am visiting, or what | 
Wi 00 & ° sort of hotel I can afford, and launching 


the others ahead of me, by the bus- 
checking system, until I meet them 
again. 

I learned to avoid the temptation of 
ruining my figure and wasting my 
money on ice cream and candies at 
every stop. I bought a bag of dried fruit, 
and ate them outside in the fresh air, 
or nibbled them as I took the 10 or 
20 minutes exploring the town. I never 
did get left behind, though sometimes 
it was a near thing. But the drivers | i 
are friendly and take their job seriously. | 
They never leave you deliberately. 
Unlike trains, buses usually travel down 
the main streets and not by the railroad | 
tracks—the same the world over—and 
so you have a good chance of getting 
the flavor of the country through which 
you pass. Buses, too, are the market 
conveyances for the local districts, and 
it’s much that I learned of crops and 
prices and customs from temporary 
neighbors on a half-hour haul. 
“Besides that open ey e for thi ngs which : 
are different, different from the routine 
at home and in the office, you have 
to get over any fear of taking the trip 
alone, and you have to stop making 
plans, at least if you want to get the 
most out of a bus journey. 

The best thing about a round trip 
on a bus (besides the reduced price) is | 
you can stop off wherever you want on | 
the spur of the moment, just so long | 
as you warn your driver and ask him 
to mark your ticket so you can get on 
again. That means you can take any 
JANE GREER, suggestion or impulse which comes to 
starring in RKO’s you—accept sudden invitations, branch 
“The Big Steal” * to see a beauty spot you hadn't 

nown about, loop a little to take in 
a new-found friend for an overnight 


a : 7 stop. If I’d stuck to schedule, I’d have 
You'll see in an instant—the first missed half the highest spots on my 


‘ 
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time you wear New Woodbury journey. If I’d not been alone, I believe 


: ee why Powder—why thousands of women I’d have missed half my invitations. 


in a recent test chose Woodbury It’s one thing to put up one girl for the 





a . gia RN a Ole aia coca ig Ne 
a» 3 ~ } thiperer 1cW pCuypic tirese UAVS Nave roorn | 
RB over all other leading f: ; ca 
this New Owder “ rd le seg face for two. And alone, somehow, if you 
powders.* New Woodbury Powder have a glint of expectancy in the eye, 
gives the smoothest, Satiny finish people soon fall in with your mood. If 


won over all your skin has ever known! they feel you’re having fun, and you 


tell them about it, they'll join in the | 
; No other powder gives this game and think up plans for you which 

other leadin brande ’ flawless finish...covers tiny will show you the country in a way | 
' blemishes so naturally! Woodbury you never would see it in your own car, 


with the worry of driving, or in a train, 
with a set schedule. Alone you’ll talk 
to more people. If you didn’t, you’d 
match in enchantment the delicious | be lonely. It’s a big part of the trip, 

art, _ New Woodbury fragrance. though everybody wouldn’t agree. 
. This is the sort of thing that happens 
' —you meet someone in Vancouver, for 
\ fi instance, who says to be sure and drop 


shades are warmer, lovelier. And 
—more magic—no powder can 


*In a test among thousands of 


women Woodbury won by the by Medfield, Mass., if you get to New 
tremendous average of 4 to 1 over all | Engiand. You get there, three months | 
other leading brands of powder! later, reroute yourself a little, and spend 


a glorious two-day country week end 
on a farm. You get a ride in a car 
7 Glow-of-Color Shades 19¢, 37¢, 65¢ from Alberta to Butte with a friendly 
oil couple. . You go to Chicago for three 
days in the Y—you make friends from 
your lists of introductions, your maim 
capital, and somehow, three weeks go by. 


Even on a strict budget you can see 
OW 00 ur OW er a lot if you make up your mind to it, 


Never take taxis when you're sight- 
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Never neglect a 





neck pimple 






Any pimple can become infected, 
Never take a chance. 

Cleanse the pimple properly. 
Then put on BAND-aIp*, the 
adhesive bandage that stays put, 
even on hard-to-bandage places. 


It comes to you individually 

wrapped; keeps out dirt, helps 
prevent infection. 
Caution: Remember, not all ad- 
hesive bandages are BAND-AID. 
Only Johnson & Johnson makes 
BAND-AID. 


*BAND-AID is the registered trade mark of 
Johnson & Johnson Limited for its adhesive bandage. 










The quick, easy way to 
bandage a neck pimple 


wee 


QUICK FIRST aip 


ADHESIVE BANDAGES 
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Give your hair that 
heavenly Golden Look! 


© Why be just “blonde” when you can be a 
glorious “golden blonde” . . . simply by using 
Marcharid's Golden Hair Wash! 

So many lovely women trust Golden Hair 
Wash to make their hair radiantly, beautifully 
blonde and keep it that way! 

Or if you're brunette or redhead, discover 
how wonderful Marchand’s is for adding flat- 
tering golden highlights. 
_ Whether you want to 
lighten your hair or add 


a golden gleam, Mar- 
chand’s Golden Hair 
Wash gives the effect 


you want. Notadyve not 
an expensive ‘treatment’ 


RS. 


This Summer, use 
Golden Hair Wash to 
lighten unsightly arm 
and leg hair. You'll 
look more alluring in 
your play clothes! 


3% oz. size 65c 


Stand wm COO 
Power car amar wren OPE” 





HAIR NETS 


.. they fit so well 
| and slip on so easily! 


save the premium coupons 


) PRINCESS PAT Propucts, LTD. 
. King Street West, Toronto 





seeing. You see far more in local trans- 
port, and it’s fun to find your way 
around. ‘ 

Don’t worry about accepting hos- 
pitality from friends of friends, or even 
kindly country people once you get away 
from the big cities. You can usually 
more than earn your keep by washing 
dishes, hanging laundry, minding the 
babies and mowing the lawns. If you’re 
cheerful and happy, the odds are, for 
a night or two, you’ll not outstay your 
welcome, and believe me, other people’s 
sinks are much more amusing than your 
own, and other people’s children often 
less exhausting. 

This is such a wonderful country. 
Even in the winter it is beautiful. I'll 
never forget the glistening trees of the 
Laurentians, iced and tinkling in the 
gentle wind, I'll never forget the beauty 
of Niagara by moonlight on a bitter 
November evening. Because it was out 
of season the bus was empty except 
for me and a businessman from Nova 
Scotia. The driver drove us down to 
the edge to see the falls. They were 
awesome in the cold night, without the 
trappings of the “season,” the neon 
lights and the crowds. 

In the summer you may miss the 
relative comfort of a not-too-crowded 
bus. But your traveling companions 


will he. filed with the spirit of holiday. 


and adventure that you’ve come to find, 
There will be little girls crossing the 
continent from the East and West to 
the resort hotels in the Rockies where 
they will work as waitresses and make 
enough to keep them for the winter. 
There'll be the students returning home 
after a term at McGill or Toronto 
University. There'll be laughing young 
men following the crops as casual 
laborers. There will be tourists, just 
out for the fun of it, people like yourself. 
The young girl with the pretty figure 
and the heavy red hair puzzles you for 
a little. But about three o’clock one 
morning, in the glaring lights of a 
highway depot in a 40-minute rest stop, 
she tells you about the riding she does 
at the county fairs throughout British 
Columbia. Over a cup of coffee and 
some eggs and bacon—an extravagance, 
for cheese sandwiches and apple pie are 
cheapest and last longest —she talks 
of the horses she has ridden, the white 
satin costume she dons for the finai day, 
stowed away in her case in the bus 
outside, of her plans one day to horse- 
back ride her way across America. 
The young woman from Calgary, 
with the two rather uncontrollable 
youngsters, is going home to Ontario 
for a vacation. She lets you help with 
young John. She looks lovingly at the 
purple foothills, at the sagebrush, and 
she sighs: “‘There’s so much room here. 
How could anyone live anywhere else?” 
The friendly couple in Alberta, who 
take you with them to the oilfields, show 
you the liquid gold, which will bring 
Canada new wealth, belong to a life you 
hardly even heard of before, a life of 
terrific work and risk and rough kind- 
ness and ruthlessness. And the old lady 
from Central Europe, who keeps giving 
you candies, talks eagerly and 
youngly about Canada and the son she 
will live with in Victoria, and—when 
the lights are dimmed and the bus rushes 
through the little towns—of a concen- 
tration camp in Germany and the other 
sons, the ones she lost. 
These are the people you'il never get 
the chance to meet unless you go out 
to find them. + 
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"T dress for a brides shower. ; 
at 8 o'clock in the morning! 





i. "For daytime duties, I wear a versatile 
costume. A short, chic, cardigan jacket with 
gold coin buttons. A gold bracelet and ear- 
rings. A jaunty white hat with a feather to 
match my dress. A gay roomy basket bag. 
It’s really a traffic stopper! And, of course, 
I rely on gentler, even more effective 
Odorono Cream .. . because | know it pro- 
tects me from perspiration and odor a full 


24 hours!”’ 


New Odorono Cream brings you an im- 
proved new formula in a bright new pack- 
age. Stays creamy smooth, too... even 
if you leave the cap off for weeks! 






ant 


2. “For ihe evening surprise party, from 
under my jacket appears a picture-pretty 
party dress ... gentle, graceful, and femi- 
nine. Around its soft blue tie silk I put a 
white organdie sash which matches the 
dainty gathered V-neck insert, add a tas- 
seled rope of pearls, and‘ I’m set! I’m con- 
fident of my charm all evening, too, thanks 
to new Odorono Cream .. . because I find 
it gives me the most effective protection ve 
It never harms fine fabrics, and is so 
gentle you can use it right after shaving! 
You'll find it the perfect deodorant! 


New Odorono Cream 


saleQ, slops perspirdlton 
Sand odor a {220 24 fours! 
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The xe ret to family security 
-..and happiness...is 
money management, 

Financial security comes only 
through planned saving and spend- 
ing. Keep track of your money de- 
fore you spend it—not after it is 
gone. 

Household’s Consumer Educa- 
tion materials will help vou do this 
...as they have helped countless 
other Canadian 
their families. 

Our booklet. Money Management 
for the Family, explains a new and 

modern philosophy of budgeting. 
Money Management, the Budget Ca! 
endar is the workbook to help you 
develop a simple and workable plan 
to manage your income. 

Other Money Management book- 
lets discuss different phases of fam- 
ily expense as applied to bud- 
get. The Better Buym: anship series 
of booklets presents facts on how 
to buy, use and vare fo r individual 
commodities such as shoes, dairy 
products, furniture, vacuum clean- 
ers and other items used in the 
home: 

Fill out the coupon below for 
vour free arder list which describes 
all of our consumer education serv- 
ices. You'll find the materials help- 
ful to your family, vour clubs, and 
your community. 


sound 


hamem: 2k ers 


+h 


Lie 









(pm eer ee ee eee eee ee ae ere ee 


Meviedold Finance Corporates of Conese 
80 Richmend Street West Terente 
Ptease send me free order frst 
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Why Girls Leave Home 


Continued from page 6 


ably that is. 
The things that drive them out of your 
life, are really 


according to practical psycholo- 


home, and out of your 
simple 
gists and others who have to deal with 
them. 

Conjugal disharmony is one. That’s a 
mouthful of words meaning people who 
fight with their husbands. 
Ninety per cent of all married couples 
quarrel and argue sometimes, but some 


wives or 


make this a career. At first the kids 
don’t mind. They take it for granted 
and pay little heed. But as they grow 


older and their friends begin to come to 
the house the actual parental quarrel, o 
the fear of such a quarrel erupting, 
caused many a girl to pack up and git. 


has 


Conflict Betwe-rn- Father: and 
Daughter 


Let’s take a look at Josephine’s card 
and see what caused her to make a run 
for it. 

During the war Josie had her first rea! 
honest-to-gosh crush. It was romantic, 


and, in the true 


Oe ee ee 


Ces SRD 
SeHse SY The Word, a lovely aftair. 


The obitect of Josie’s all-out affection, 


patriotic, exciting 


an attractive sailor, was killed in action 
toward the end of the war. Josie, 
stunned, didn’t speak much about it. 


parents thought she'd gradually get 
it and pick up other 
instead of that, Josie Sagan to examine 


Her 


ove! 


+. 


interests, but, 


her parents with a critical eye. 

This started when she heard her 
father, a carpenter, brag of the wav he 
was beating the — tax. During 


i j ~ j x. i . : 
week ends and evenings Dad helped butld 





many a black market bungalow. N 
yart of the monev earned that wav was 
eported, but it was often discussed, 
with a wise-guy chuckle, over the 
nner table 
With a picture er sailor bov who 
gave his life for his c trv steadily 
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affectionate in the family brook, Invari- Gn me alone 0 read it 





When someone you love 


+—sends~yuu-o-fette. > you hike 


to read it alone— because it 
takes the place of an excit- 
ing visit... And remember, 
when you write, you must 
convey your thoughts and 
your personality across dis- 
tance and time. Do you 
dress your message in the 
finest stationery fo snow fnot 
you really care? 


For every kind of letter — 
choose the stationery that 
does you credit — Eaton, 
Crane & Pike finely-finished 


writing-paper. 





DECKLE 


This rich-looking paper hes an artis- 
tic oir — adds distinction to your letters 
See it at your favourite stctionery 
counter. Ask for # by name 


OUR BOOKLET “IT'S FUN TO WRITE LETTERS 
SAALES WRITING EASY SEND Mx FOR A COPY 


€ATON, CRANE © 
& PIKE 


COMPANY OF CANADA LID. 
TORONTO 


the address. Go there and tell them \ 
sent you, then come back and let u 
know how you made out.’ 

Nancy was back in 30 minutes. Y¢ 
she’d got the job. Would it be possib| 
to have a little money and a room ynti 
her first pay day. She’d be so grateful 

The counselor advanced a small sun 
and got Nancy installed, without lug- 
gage, in a nearby home. 

Two days later an indignant landlady 
called to say Nancy had been out al! 
night and asleep all day. 

A check with the restaurant showed 
she’d never been there; a talk with 
Nancy herself showed that the money 
| she’d been given had gone on wine, and 
| a call to her farm mother revealed a 
| kindly woman who had been through it 
all before. 
j 


Some in the thrill-seeking class are 
really problem girls. We came across 
the case history of one chunky lass of 16 
who had, by that age, run away with 
three older. men and become preg”ant 
to two of them. 

Appeals were made to have her 
| aborted, but this was rejected so the 
| girl contributed two healthy Canadians 

to the population and wound up in an 


institution where, it’s believed, she’s 
| planning new adventures in amour. 
| -When you talk with’ psychiatrists 


a ee: at a pret 


f winding up in the never-never 


risk « 
| 


and a hallucinations, Gomestie in- 
trigues, bizarre dreams and _ other 
stimulations. Usually, but not always, 
such types are mentally il and quite 


ften thev feel an overwhelming sense 


| of guilt. 


| This 


feeling that they've become 
terribly bad girls is al! bottled up inside 
themselves, and becomes so overpower- 
ing that they feei a ciean break and a 
new start must be made. 
when they light out for 
fields, usually draw the most head- 
their movements are 
shrouded in mystery and there is the 
possibility of foul play. 

Of course they are, in some cases, the 
victims Of the 123 girls 


Such giris, 
new 
Decause 


nes 


of foul play. 


mentioned at the beginning of this 
article two were found murdered. 


Those Who Are Mentally Ill 


Whether or not a trained or a practical 

st eventually tries to soothe 

ng panic of the type who 
n the grip of a hallucina- 

procedure is similar. 
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has been a martyr, giving the best 
years of his life for a selfish little brat 
who doesn’t know the meaning of ap- 
preciation, courtesy or gratitude. 

Usually it’s Dad who kids himself in 
this way. Mama’s lament is that her 
perfectly good intentions toward her 
daughter are looked upon as sinister 
and selfish. 

When it comes to the little runaways, 
those from eight to 16, or even younger, 
they are usually more easily found but 
they are also inclined to repeat. 

They run away because of lack of 
understanding and sympathy, fear of 
one or both parents, genuine dislike of a 
parent or maybe a thrill or lack of 
privacy. One of the most compelling 
reasons for girls to leave home is bad 
housing conditions—where families are 
crowded together in unbearably close 
proximity. For a happy home life a girl 
must feel proud of her house and her 
parents. If she winces away from letting 


~her-schoolmates- or ‘rer-boy friend-see 


what sort of shambles she lives in, then 
family pride suffers a mortal blow and 
it’s only a short step for her to decide to 
separate from her parents—perhaps her 
grandparents, brothers, sisters and even 
roomers all living like sardines under 
one roof. The girl’s imagination has 
been stimulated by the movies—she sees 


“pivasant: “houses;--trmr ~young-tocking— 


mothers, lovely feminine bedrooms for 
the Junior Miss and she compares it all 
bitterly with the dreary life she leads 
—in her own home. Then, her thoughts 
are fired by the bachelor-girl type of 
movie heroine who lives in a smart bed- 
sitting room and has an interesting 
and romantic career—usually ending 
up as the wife of the junior executive. 

In the same under-16 class we find 
several girls of such self-reliance that 
they tell their parents they are planning 
to leave home, then go before the school 
principal and explain their urgent need 
of a permit to quit the class and go to 
work. When this is given, as it often is, 
they usually make good. 

Big Sisters, in every Canadian city 
where they operate, can report cases of 
such self-reliant types. They simply 
look around them, dislike what they 
see, decide that they can do better 
and then do it. 

One increasing problem is the low- 
intelligence mother, or the uneducated 
mother, with the bright and attractive 
daughter. When daughter gets to the 
age when she can really and truly decide 
that Mama is a bit of a tramp, then she 
packs and goes. Usually there are 
farewells but no tears, and these girls 
don’t become the object of any search. 

The pathetic ones are those from 
broken or alcoholic homes. In these 
cases the agencies take the place of the 
parents in guiding and protecting the 
girls—seeing they get a chance to lead 
decent lives. For although no agency 
can compare with even fairly integrated 
family life, it is immeasurably better 
than a drunken brawling home atmo- 

here im the accepted 
way of life. 

For every 10 girls who run away, how- 
ever, at least seven do it out of a spirit of 
revolt, and welfare workers who are 
trained in patience, understanding and 
diplomacy can persuade the girl to 
return home—can have serious talks 
with the parents as to why they have 
failed their child—with the result that 
there is better understanding from then 
on between parent and daughter + 
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NOW... SOFT 


Regular use of Ogilvie Sisters’ Hair 
preparations will give you hair glow- 
ing with health and sheer loveliness. 
Whether your hair is too oily or too 
dry, there is an Ogilvie Sisters’ 
preparation especially suited to 
your own personal need. 
For quick grooming use 
Ogilvie Sisters’ Creme-Set. An 
occasional touch of Creme-Set 
brings unruly hair completely 
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Like sunlight, from which it takes its name, 


AIR-SPUN’ POWDER $1.25 
Soleil d'Or is flattering to every type of $ 

skin coloring...@ glowing highlight for day +SUB-TINT? 

or evening costumes. This lovely make-up CREAM-POWDER BASE $1.50 
series includes everything from powder base "SUB-DEB’ ROUGE $1.00 


to lipstick, all color-related to Soleil d'Or 
face powder...a luscious, sunny shade that ‘SUB-DEB’ 


IPSTI 1. 
gives the new “Golden Sun look.” LIPSTICK $1.25 


This summer you'll wear a new kind of shoe for town, 


It leans 


for sport, for dress-up. 





to comfort and color 
and often complements 


your bag. 


Companions 


by.Mildred Spicer 


Fashion Editor 


DURING THESE next two months 
you want comfort for your feet. 
You'll enjoy sight-seeing and shop- 
ping much more if your shoes give 
you protection from pavement heat 
and allow for the expansion of your 
feet as the temperature closes in. 
Not that you have to look as if 
you re ready for an army route march 
. . - heaven forbid! You can have 
comfort and smart styling. The 
loafer, for example, has taken color 
from heel to toe—red suede (sketched 
here) with a cut-out design and 
removable ankle straps ... navy, 
cut low, resembling a painted shell. 
And Mercury has nothing on you 
when you wear “Finians” (lower 
right) . . . winged heels! Just like 
the slippers worn by the leprechauns 
in Finian’s Rainbow. Add the solid 
comfort that goes with this neat 
design and you'll really go places in 
fleet-footed style. 
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A slip that really 
fits because of 
these patented 
features— 
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SEARS 


e Straight-cut 
front that ; 
won't ride [ 

; or twist. 


@ Bias-cut | 
back that F 
fits without 
bunching. 


e No side | 
seams for j 
sleek fit over | 
the hips. 

e Underarm bias 

: inserts fora 

; moulded 

4 bustline. 
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CLASSIC 


SILK UNDERWEAR INC. 
3575 ST. LAWRENCE BLYD., MONTREAL, CANADA 


*The design of this slip is protected by Can. Pat. No. 419658 
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~ COMBS FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY 


The very shape of your shoe for 
midsummer has a new look—square 
boxed toes for town wear with tailored 
dresses or a soft rounded toe to enhance 
your most femme fatale clothes. Trims 
are interesting. The merest touch of 
contrasting leather or fabric over heel 
or toe. Fabric shoes—shantung, linen, 
gabardine or crepe—can be dyed to 
match your dress. Polka dots give the 
fabric shoe added dash—brown dots on 
beige, white on navy. Mesh provides 
the airiness you want when pavements 
start to sizzle. Mesh inserts are smartly 
combined with calf, straw and suede. 
And now (imagine!) they’re making 
shoes from fish skins. This development 
has been quite successfully carried on 
in Europe for some time and is now 
being considered in Canada. The mark- 
ing of the fins gives the shoe an interest- 
ing pattern and the colors are lovely 
pastels. Who knows, maybe next year 
salmon will contribute to your shoe 
wardrobe. 

Tall gals take notice for low heels are 
fashionable again. The sport shoe with 
low wedge heel or sponge rubber soles 
is bright and gay with color. The suit 
shoe with the medium heel is a tall- 
girl special. The gal with the king-size 
pieds can step lightly and smartly with 
shell pumps. Add large soft bows or 


anew cove Ser diling, pwcklasts -break-the-temeth: 
A lovely fall shoe has a cuff effect of 


fabric on suede. Makes your foot look 


smaller. 


Straw is a newly important material 
for summer shoes. A high-heeled ankle- 
strap sandal is light and airy with 
cottons. The straps may be worn many 
ways. The toes are embroidered with 
raffia or colored stitching. Kid shoes 
are striking in bright shades . . . avo- 
cado green, Brittany rose, lime, cherry, 
as well as sophisticated navy and black. 
Match them to a handbag, small in size 
and square or oblong in shape. 

Your leather bag will be small, but 
if you choose straw it can be almost 
any shape or size and still be smart. 
Your best buy for traveling is the 
shoulder bag. It becomes a carry-all 
without bulging at the seams. It might 
be pigtex leather or a bright straw. 
Madagascar straws are splashed with 
flashing, woven colors. Natural sisals 
are smart in little drum shapes. One 
we saw was lined with red and white 
polka dot cotton and boasted a bunch 
of red cherries. (It matched a straw 
hat and natural linen pumps.) The 
wicker straw bag is shaped like a 
miniature hamper or a fisherman’s bas- 
ket—fun to take with you on a picnic. 
Bengaline and faille are summer weights 
for handbags. One of the trickier models 
has gold metal trim and opens out 
accordion style to form three separate 
compartments. 

Any of these will give you a lift in 
the midst of summer doldrums. With 
a gay bag swinging jauntily over your 
arm and light comfortable shoes on your 
feet you'll feel as refreshed as a dancing 


hreeze 
PPE CCEL « 


Sketched on opposite page: From the 
top—Sport shoe by Dominion Rubber; 
“Brittany Rose,” a new color in a new 
evening shoe by Del Grande; The loafer 
in a glamourous style by Golden Pheasant; 
Polka dot pump by Golden Pheasant; 
“Finian,” by Duchaine; all handbags cour- 
tesy of Du Val. 
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. - because HOLD-BOB bobby pins 
really hold. The perfection of 
this beauty is assured because 


those perfect curls are formed 
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There is nothing finer. 


More women use 
HOLD-BOB 
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truly superior bobby pin, 
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Made in Canada by Gaylord Products of Canada, Ltd., $t. Hyacinthe, P. Q. 
«+. formerly known as The Hump Hairpin Mfg. Co. of Canada (1940) Ltd. 


*Trode Mark Reg. in Canada 
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This summer you'll wear a new kind of shoe for town, 
for sport, for dress-up. It leans 

to comfort and color 
and often complements 


your bag. 
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DURING THESE next two months 
you want comfort for your feet, 
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Like sunlight, from which it takes its name, 


IR-SPUN’ POWDER $1.2 
Soleil d'Or is flattering to every type of AIR-SPUN’ PO $1.25 


skin coloring... glowing highlight for day 
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or evening costumes, This lovely make-up CREAM-POWDER BASE $1.50 


series includes everything from powder base 
fo lipstick, all color-related to Soleil d'Or 


face powder...@ luscious, sunny shade that "SUB-DEB’ 


gives the new “Golden Sun look.” LIPSTIER $1.25 
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) ' Y ohnny glanced down at her. “It’s 
The Farnsw orth ( dse ae Kathie,” he said. “Ronnie will 
keep going until he passes out; then 
someone will cart him home and put 
him to bed.” 
thing, to be back where she had been He took her elbow, and turned her 
before—impervious and respected. Un- around. “Let’s go back apes he 
touched by the dark forces of scandal said. And there was something in his 
and tragedy. That other Kathie Blake dark eyes that made her want to cry. 
never would have said, “Let’s get 
married right away,” and been answered 
with a scornful laugh. 
But she couldn’t be alone in the 
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knew that she needed, more than any- 
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THE NEXT DAY was hot and sunny 
—a perfect day for the Church Fair. 
Kathie breakfasted with Aunt Martha 
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Here is British traditional elegance 


Vantona ‘Court’ Bedcovers woven by craftsmen 
with a tradition of generations of loomcraft 
behind them. They are made in a fabric which 
does not crease and they launder perfectly, 
their soft rich colours defying any amount of 
washing and sunlight. Ask to see Vantcna 
‘Court’ Bedcovers at your favourite store. 


Vantona Textiles Ltd., Manchester, England 






reputation for ‘good taste’ 





to make into drapes 
to match your bed. \ 










at its best—in this series of 






dressing room after all, for Dolores 
Bishop was already there, sitting 
straight and still on the wicker sofa. 

Kathie didn’t fee! equal to Dolores, 
or to anyone, so she smiled briefly and 
went at once to the mirror. But Dolores 
was sitting directly behind her, so that 
their eyes met in the mirror. Kathie 
saw with a start of surprise that she was 
badly frightened about something. In 
fact her face was so stiff and drawn 
with misery that Kathie turned away 
quickly and began hunting in her bag 
for a lipstick. Years ago Dolores had 
been one of the most popular girls in 
Barton. But then she had married 
Ronnie Bishop, and had three children 
in rapid succession. And Ronnie had 
turned out to be not much good; so 
Dolores had gradually dropped out. 

Kathie fumbled in her bag, but her 
heart was starting to thump that new 
uneasy way. She wanted to forget the 
hopelessness in Dolores’ pretty blue 
eves, but she found she couldn’t after 
all, because-now the look in Dolores’ 
face was echoed in her own heart. 

Finally she stopped hunting for the 
lipstick and turned around. She said, 
‘Dolores, has something happened? Is 
there anything I can do?” 

““Not now,” Dolores said stonily. 
“‘It’s already too late.”” And then she 
must have seen something in Kathie’s 
eyes, a kind of kinship, for she added in 
a strained voice, “They’ve started 
Ronnie drinking again.” 

“Dolores, how could they!” 

“Because Ronnie’s much more fun 
when he’s drinking than when he’s 
sober,” Dolores said bitterly. “At least 
in the early stages.” Her voice broke 
suddenly, and she reached hurriedly 
for a cigarette. 

In all her life Kathie had never had 
any experience with serious drinking. 
Now she realized, with a pang of sub 
prise, that something like this could 
have happened to any of them in 
Barton; but for some reason Dolores had 
been singled out. She said uneasily, 
““Can’t you take him home?” 

Dolores shook her head. “It’s too late 
for that,”’ she said. 

“Johnny Williams might be able to 
help,” Kathie suggested. 

Dolores stood up. She said wearily, 
**T doubt it, but you can ask him if you’d 
like to.” And then her face softened. 
She said, “I’m sorry about what hap- 
pened to you, Kathie. That kind of 
thing isn’t any fun when you live in a 
town like Barton.” 

Kathie found Johnny standing in the 
front hall and told him what had 
happened. They went down together 
to the bar, and paused for a moment in 
the archway. Ronnie Bishop was sitting 
on a table at the far end of the room, a 
glass in one hand, a cigar in the other; 
he was singing a jovial song while a 
group of friends joined in the chorus; 
and on his kind, haggard face there was 
a rosy glow of sheer contentment, 


as usual. The sun streamed too brightly 
into the room, and Aunt Martha said, 
“I’d rather you stayed home this 
afternoon, Kathleen. I’m quite sure the 
Ladies of the Guild wouldn’t feel 
comfortable having you at the Fair.” 

Kathie knew she should have been 
relieved; but some force outside herself 
seemed to be urging her into resistance. 
Finally she said flatly, “The Ladies of 
the Guild can always ask me to leave 
if they want to.” 

She was surprised at the loud un- 
yielding tone of her own voice. And 
then Lottie came in with a platter of 
biscuits. Aunt Martha motioned for 
silence. It was a painful silence. Out- 
side they could hear the birds; and last 
night Johnny had said, “When some- 
thing happens, don’t turn away.” 

After Lottie had left, Aunt Martha 
said, ““You may enjoy making a spec- 
tacle of yourself, Kathleen; but it is very 
unpleasant for me. Several people 
remarked last night that you looked 
quite heartless and gay, out on the 
dance floor.” 

‘What was I supposed to do?” Kathie 
asked. ‘‘Weep on my partners’ 
shoulders?” 

Aunt Martha put her biscuit down. 
She said, “You might at least show 
some regret for an event which you will 
never be able to live down.” 

“I know. I’m sorry,” Kathie said 
unsteadily. 

She went out on the porch, and she 
felt uneasy again. She hadn’t intended 
to quarrel with Aunt Martha. That 
wasn’t what Johnny had meant at all. 
But now she didn’t know what was 
happening to her. 

She longed desperately to be again 
the Kathleen Blake who had left Barton 
three weeks ago. That girl had been 
friendly and serene, impervious and 
highly respected. 

But now it was too late for that. She 
was caught in the whirlpool, imprisoned 
by a new awareness. Dimly she under- 
stood Ronnie Bishop’s craving for 
liquor, and old Mr. Sears’ patient 
acceptance of life. She understood 
Lottie getting into “trouble,” and 
Richard Loring defying his family, and 
Dick saying, in a queer muffled voice, 
“Why do we wait, Kathie? You’re 
plenty beautiful enough .. .” 

She didn’t understand any of these 
things clearly, or completely—but only 
in a vague, disturbing way, so that she 
was uneasy and afraid, and didn’t know 
where to turn. It frightened her most 
of all when she burst out with things that 
she never would have said before. B 
cause that made her realize that she had 
somehow lost sight of herself too, and 
didn’t belong anywhere at all. 

All during that blazing day s'i¢ 
stayed around the house, feeling su 
pended and ill at ease. She didn’t go 
the Fair, and in the afternoon, wh: 
Aunt Martha was away, she sat on t! 
porch swing. She jiggled the swing ba- 
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PITY POOR POMPADOUR 
How much more fortunate 
are modern women who, 
for Hairstyle Harmony, 
rely on 


Kirby 
Beard 


Reed. Trade Mark 


HAIRPINS 


Also Bobpins, Safety Pins, Pins, Needles, etc. 





Made in England by Kirby Beard & Co. Ltd., 
Birmingham 12. & available from your stores. 





PURE VIRGIN WOOL YARNS 


Warp and Weft yarns for Weaving. 
Wheeling yarns for Knitting. Both in a 
wide range of attractive colors. Also hand- 


woven tweeds. 
wool. 

ST. STEPHEN WOOLLEN MILLS 
ST. STEPHEN, N.B. On No. 1 Highway 


All made from pure virgin 








yow A COMPLEXION CLAY 
THAT MAKES SKIN LOVELIER 


CLEANS PORE OPENINGS + REDUCES SKIN BLEMISHES 
WONDERS WITH TIRED LINES IN FACE 


Look better, feel better, after the first appli- 
‘2 cation with Hopper White Clay Pack®. See 
© for yourself how this amazing facial pack 
- cleans pore openings, helps tighten the 
tired lines in your face and loosen black- 
heads which can then be easily removed. 
Yes, you can thrill at the new loveliness of 
your complexion, the radiant, tingling feel- 
ing that is yours after a facial with Hopper 
Clay Pack. It’s easy to use, costs only a 
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At drug or cosmetic counters 
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AMAZING CREAM REMOVES 
UNSIGHTLY HAIR 
QUICKLY, SAFELY 


Acts Below “Razor Line” 
Without Cutting or 
Scraping Legs 


The modern way to remove 
ugly hair from your legs is with 
Neet Cream Hair Remover. 
It works deeper than a razor, 
below the surface of the skin. 
Safer too from razor cuts and 
scratches. Neet leaves tender 
skin soft and smooth, free from 
razor stubble. Just apply Neet 
like any cream, then rinse off 
and hair disappears like magic. 
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and forth with the toe of her canvas 
shoe. And that gave her a curious 
feeling, as though she were a child 
again—12 years old and lonely, yet 
without any commitments either. 

It was after five when Mrs. Haver- 
ford’s shiny black limousine drew up 
before the gate. Kathie was surprised 
and apprehensive. She watched uneasily 
while the grey-haired chauffeur went 
around the car to open the door. 

Mrs. Haverford, though she lived a 
secluded life, was the most potent social 
arbiter in town. Kathie had always 
been afraid of her, and now she wished 
dreadfully that she could slip away. 
But it was too late for that, because 
Mrs. Haverford was already coming up 
the path. She was stout; and she had 
on a purple print dress that was out of 


style. But there wasn’t a woman in 
Barton who would have dared criti- 
cize it. 


Kathie walked slowly down the path. 
She said, ‘‘l’m- awfully sorry, Mrs. 
Haverford, but Aunt Martha is down 
at the Church Fair.”’ 

“That’s so! Martha always did take 
charge of the flower booths!” Mrs. 
Haverford said. But she kept right 
on walking up the path. 

Kathie said, ‘Would you like to sit 
on the porch? I have some iced tea 
all. xeadsin-therefigerator.” 

Mrs. Haverford settled herself com- 
fortably in a wicker chair, and Kathie 
hurried out to the kitchen. And she 
couldn’t understand it. Because in Mrs. 
Haverford’s round placid face and in 
her lucid friendly eyes there had been 
no curiosity at all. But of course she 
might not have seen the papers. She 
might not have seen the pictures of 
herself and Lydia, side by side, under 
the heading, “Boarding School Chums 
in Murder Triangle.” 


Kathie shivered, and swallowed hard. 
And she thought, for the thousandth 
time, how different everything would 
have been if she had left the Farns- 
worths’ a day earlier. Then she would 
have been going to the Fair today in 
one of her prettiest dresses; and after 
that to a linen shower that Debbie 
Chase was to have given her. Dick 
would have picked her up there, and 
taken her on to his family’s for supper. 
And finally they would have talked of 
their plans ... 

But all that was too far off now, too 
unreal even to think about. Kathie 
prepared the tray and carried it out to 
the porch. Mrs. Haverford said, “ Well, 
my dear, it’s hot enough in Barton, but 
at least it’s pleasanter than taking part 
in an inquest. That must have been 
quite an ordeal.” 

Kathie was startled. She said uncer- 
tainly, “ Yes, it really was.” 

Her voice shook a little, but Mrs 
Haverford didn’t seem to notice. She 
just sipped the tea, and after a while 
she began to talk about her daughter 
Anne. She said, ‘“‘ You wouldn’t remem- 
ber her, Kathleen. She died before you 
came to Barton to live. But you’ve 
always reminded me of her. She had the 
same warm coloring .. .” 

Mrs. Haverford paused. Finally she 
said, with a little sigh, “Anne left a son, 
you know. Matthew. And lately I’ve 
been puzzling. It’s a serious matter,” 
she said, “‘and not something I can 
talk over with everyone. And yet I’ve 
certainly failed so far.” 

Kathie’s heart was pounding, and she 
had that uneasy feeling again—as 
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the Greatest lame in Colton 


FOR AVER.. 


100 


YEARS 
the name HORROCKSES has stood for quality. 


The leading Stores in Canada are now receiving 
supplies of their well-known Pillow Cases, Sheets 


and Flannelettes. 


Agents? 


ROSS BROS., 
_ * 137, Wellington Street West, 
€ Toronto. 
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HORROCKSES, CREWOSON €& CO. ee! 
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Callouses | 


Pain, Burning, 
@ 













Tenderness 
Quickly 


Relieved 


You'll quickly forget you 
have painful callouses, ten- 
derness or burning on the 
bottom of your feet when you 
use Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads. 
These thin, downy-soft, won- 
derfully soothing, cushioning 
pads instantly lift pressure on 
the sensitive spot. Speedily 









remove callouses when used Ee SOURCE CLI! 
with the separate Medications 
included. Ask for Callous The finest 
size. Cost but a trifle. ? RUBRER 
HEELS ¢€ 
Scholls Zino-pad: 
D! Scholls Lino-pads sotus 
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BT acid oases pbite-calie 3 eles Beed-Feter- ot oer eet tees “ek 4 FSB tp ey 
Sweeping _ Steer Seve fuser ot somes parses wik hier pread-proad husband, 


Allan Parken Bisset. Ceremony at Dominion-Douglas Church. in Westmount. Romance began 


at her debut, when Helen’s smooth Woodbury skin-beauty set Allan’s heart a’ thump! a’ thump! 


.. ANOTHER WOODBURY MARRYING DEB! 





‘ <P ee (iio i 5 au 
“My Secret of smooth skin—Woodbury Facial 


Cocktails—two a day! Heaps of creamy-rich 


Honeymoon whirl —fun in New York's Central 
Park. Allan’s “mount” looks fierce—he looks 
lather, then rinse warm and 


tender. “Tell you what else is tender,” says cold.” Easy, 
Helen. “Woodbury —so mild on my skin!” girls—and leaves skin all a-glow! 


SKIN YOU hh: ) TOUCH yt. 


“Tl keep it sparkling!” promised Helen on 
“ring” day. Another promise—to keep that 
sparkling Woodbury complexion! Try the 
debs’ beauty care, girls—win romance. 





Beauty-cream lather makes Woodbury differ- 
ent, Lather is extra-mild — leaves no tight 
drawn feeling! ...no “skin-burn”! Just see 
the beauty-smooth look of your skin! 


Give your skin Woodbury’s plus —a rich beauty-cream ingredient! 
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then she added slowly, “But for a g 
time I didn’t know it at z 
1" . . + 7 
IT WAS almost six by v, but J 
VW ams was st t in that sect 

S Darn W cn he calied t iporator 
He as experimenting t severa 
Sas ‘ . ° + . 

iii € > i 4S i ‘ > a 
the steam ng ther n cans 

TI 1 ° +} _ . 

€ ea ine cay comobinec 
that rom tne vens as tense t 
J hy ¥Y Was SO abDs eG that he c t 
notice t Barbara came er a 
and interrupted hin 1. She was wearing 
: . 
green shorts and a haiter, and a gree 
Darrette nh ner nair She said, “| 
thought we were going Over to the lake 
° ’? 

lor a swim 

! } , 

Johnny’s smile was apologetic “I’n 
sorry, he Said. Wher ] get going out 
+ I > +} > 99 
nere If rget abou ne me 
' ' 

He t irned off the en anc they went 
Sg Be Bl BS 5 E 4 $ J 
yut in the back yard. Barbara said 

| * ; . 
eagerly, “I have good news, Johnny. | 


talked to Dick Loring at the club dance 
last night, and he says they'll give vou a 
ywn at the Tool and Die Works.” 
“But I don’t want to work for them,” 
Johnny pr 


Barbara, I have an idea | Delieve in, and 
- 


obda 


> nr “ ee 
tested uneasily. You see, 


| want to succeed at it 
face assumed an 


Barbara’s pretty 


expression of exaggerated patience. She 
i “wT ’ | , 
said, That’s all But it’s 


} yo” 


time you stopped fooling around. 


very well. 
“1 know it’s tough on you,” Johnny 
agreed. And he added quietly, “Do you 
still want to marry me, Barbara?’”’ 
He spoke gently, almost conversa- 
“Of 


course I do Rut vou have to make eame 
eCeuerse Ff OO. DUE YOU mave (OC Maxe some 


. ” . tet ‘ : 
donahy, but she looked surprised. 





money first, so we can have a home and 
a na be like other people.” 

He said uneasily, ““ The trouble is, I’m 
t sure I want to be like other people.” 


, 


' ' { 
ly didn’t believe tnat, 


f2..« b bw oer ase 
Du SiitC tuvyivusiy 


she sa d at once, “T'il te i] Dick you 
ttle time to think it over.” 


1 t 
I he next day was overcast, though 
the sullen heat remained. In the after- 
- ' 7 
Kathie went for a walk, out beyond 

' : ie : 
the old mill. She went really to get 


from Aunt Martha and the house. 
She walked fast In spite of the suitry 


But when she reached the 


weatner. 

Bishop place she paused a moment be- 
cause the oldest little girl, about five, 
was hitting her three-year-old brother 


ot . H.-A snd Lack cheer 
i¢ Né€aG, 4NG Doth ChiGaren were 


Dolores came out then, looking un- 
too, and as though she hadn’t slept. 

said apologetically, “I was just 
king by. The children are awfully 


” 


ly, “Gloria, why de you keep 
tting Robin like that?”’ And then she 


ided, wearily, ““Come on in, both of 
and I'll give you some cookies and 


Dolores didn’t seem to hear. She said 


The children trailed after her. Robin 
as crying again, plaintively, as though 
his hurt was beyond coping with. And 


n an upstairs window Kathie thought 
shesav-a fave stan 


She walked on, feeling oppressed; she 
had gone about a mile out of town when 


Johnny Williams’ rattie-trap old truck 
passed her and then stopped. Johnny 
opened the cab door. ‘“‘You look as 
though you had the worries of the world 
to cope with. Get in. I’m on my way 
to get some supplies.” 

Kathie smiled. She said, ““That sounds 
like an enterprising errand.” She 
climbed into the truck, and said un- 
easily, “I passed the Bishops’ house, and 
Ronnie is at home sick. 

“For a Monday afternoon,” Johnny 

“that can mean only one thing.” 
slowly, whistling under his 
breath. Finally he glanced at her. He 
said, ‘Have you any inclination to tell 
the whole story—and get it off your 
‘ght 
“You mean ..” She glanced at 
He was staring ahead down the 
road, not looking at her at all. She 
drew a deep uneasy breath. “All right,” 
she said, “it might keep me from dream- 
ng so much at night.” 

She started in at the beginning of the 
week end. She said, “It was a funny 
thing, Johnny, but everyone out there 


at the Farnsworths’ seemed to hate each 





he said. 

“Is it? I didn’t know that. Anyhow,” 
‘I probably should have left 
But I felt sophisticated 
being there. I tried not to notice the 
undercurrent. That night everyone was 
very gay, but it was a hectic gaiety. 
Someone did an apache dance, and quite 
a few broken...” She 
tried to assemble her thoughts. Johnny 
had turned off into a side road now, and 

seemed strange remembering that 
nightmare time—here, on this dusty 
road, with the farms and the fields of 
corn. She felt as though she were telling 
it to herself, straightening it out in her 
own mind, 


} 
F ; 
Sie Said, 


rignt away. 


glasses were 


Finally she said, a little shakily 


“EN eryone left about three in the morn- 
ing. Lydia went up to see her friends off 
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heals the burn... 
banishes pain 


— instantly 


Smooth Burnol on sunburn 
and relief follows instantly. 
Healing begins immediately. 
Burnol is an entirely new oint- 
ment containing. acrifievine, 
@ sensational new develop- 
ment which works wonders 
on burns, wounds and abras:- 
ions. Burnoi cannot harm 
even a baby’s delicate eyes. 


4 At all drug stores. only 50c 
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ln Britain 
TRAVEL MEANS 


BRITISH RAILWAYS 


LAND Swift, comfortable train service 
everywhere in the British Isles ... 






SEA Railway-operated cross-channel 
services to Ireland and the 
Continent... 


AIR ‘British Railways are official agents 
for British European Airways 
Corporation routes in Britain... 


HOTELS — 46 — all conveniently located, 
associated with British Railways. 
Be sure to purchase tickets and secure 
reservations for these services before 
you leave! 


STAY LONGER—SEE MORE 


Plan your tour of Britain — and pur- 


chase transportation in advance. That 
way you'll save 25% on tour fares grant- 
ed Canadians from British port of entry! 





Consuit your Local Travel Agent or 
British Railways Office for tickets, 
reservations and authoritative travel 
information on the British Isles: 
TORONTO, ONT., 69 Yonge Street. 


For British Isles Travel Literature with 


colour map, write Department P. at the 
above address. 
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| BRITISH RAILWAYS 




























and I stayed down in the game room, 
emptying ash trays and straightening up. 
Terry helped me. I was feeling kind of 
excited about the way they had all been 
so nice to me, and about the trousseau 
I’d bought—about just everything, I 
suppose. And then Terry took a tray of 
glasses out of my hands and said, 
“Hello, beautiful.’ 

“He was very drunk; his words kind 
of slurred together. He put his arms 
around me and said, ‘Beautiful little 
Kathie, don’t go away.’ I laughed and 
tried to kid him. I know now,” she said 
unsteadily, “‘that I should have slapped 
him and pushed him away. But I didn’t 
want to make a scene. I was afraid of 
seeming ridiculous,” she said, and 
started to cry. 

Johnny reached out and took her 
hand. He said, “It’s easy enough to 
figure out afterward what we should 
have done. But there’s no percentage 
in it, Kathie.” 

His words, and the feel of his hand, 
steadied her. She said, “That’s so! I 
never thought of that.” She said, “I 
didn’t resist or push him away. I just 
laughed and said, ‘Come on, Terry, help 
me clean up.’ 

“That was when Lydia came in,” she 
said. “‘Terry still had his arms around 
me, and Lydia started to laugh at first, 
and “then suddeniy she became white 
with anger. She said, ‘Terry Farnsworth, 
I’ve had enough. I can’t stand any 
more.’ She was over by the fireplace, 
and she grabbed the pistol from the 
wall. Terry flung himself at her and 
shouted, ‘Give me that thing!’ He 
twisted her wrist. The gun went off and 
the next thing I remember Terry was 
lying on the floor, and Lydia was put- 
ting a pillow under his head.” 

Johnny was silent for a_ while. 
Finally he said, “And after that they 
started in on you, Kathie. You were the 
‘other woman’ in the case. That can be 
pretty hard to take.” 

“TI know,” Kathie said. “And if I 
tried to make them see how foolish and 
innocent I was, that would make 
Lydia’s actions seem more—unreason- 
able.” 

“You don’t need to worry, thor¢h,” 
Johnny said. “Everyone who knows 
you will have a pretty good guess at the 
truth.” 

Everyone who knows you, he had 
said. But Kathie thought then of Dick 
and Mrs. Loring, of Aunt Martha and 
Debbie Chase. She said unhappily, “In 
that case a lot of people I felt very close 
to don’t seem to know me at all.” 

Johnny nodded. “That’s a universal 
discovery,” he said. 

He sounded vaguely unhappy, and she 
looked at him in surprise. She said 
finally, “Johnny, is life as good as you 
expected it to be?” 

Johnny shrugged. Then he turned to 
look at her, and something stirred oddly 
in his mind. It was almost as though 
there was some other form of communi- 
cation between them, besides words. 





He turned in, finally, at a weather- 
beaten farm. He said, “You'll like 
Hugh Jenkins. I’m sure he thinks it’s 
a waste of effort, these experiments of 
mine But he never says so.” 

The truck rattled to a stop. Hugh 
Jenkins ambled out of the barn, and his 
seamy face lighted up at once. Johnny 
swung out of the cab, and Kathie sat 
there and watched them wander out to 
the barn, talking earnestly. And as she 
sat there in the hot afternoon, her own 
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/f FATHER was 


the Family Cook / 


He’d want an electric range 
that’s fast... he would choose a 
McClary, with the Super Speed 
RED-HED Sealed-in Elements 
(or Hi-Speed Tubular type op- 
tional). 


He'd insist on a perfect oven... 
the McClary oven is insulated 
with famous Fiberglas for cur- 
rent saving ... complete with 
simplified Oven Heat Control 
and Smokeless Broiler..... 
designed for perfect baking and 
roasting results every time! 


He’d want the most in cleaning 
ease ...and he would find the 
McClary stain- resisting, 
seamless, long-life porcelain 
enamel finish extra easy to 
clean and keep clean. 


And because Father. knows 
value ... Before buying any 
range, he would want to see 
the new McClary models first 
... because back of their 
many quality features is a 
100-year reputation for free- 
dom from trouble! 
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Siypnliesly 
APRON 2539 
DRESS 2587 





eign i as Sana nee aah we SN 





RS aad dl UST 


No. 2539. An apron which could be made from odds °n’ 
ends or any of the bright tubbable cottons. Trim with i 
rickrack. Or edge with a flouncing ruffle. 

No. 2587—a one-piece dress, the kind that buttons up 


No. 2436. A smock for careerist or homemaker. This 
one has a Peter Pan collar to be worn buttoned up or opened 
The short sleeves turn back to form cuffs. 


SARS. BRT 


/ the front so that when the alarm clock rings you’re ready Sroal 
} ° » * s » - ¢ sv aap Ps AT ‘ sc 
in a jiffy to begin that early-morning rush hour. It has Spice Gy | sere to make and easy to wear. Style No, 2838 i 
big patch pockets to catch and carry small things as you work. 2275 also a wrap-around dress. The U-shaped neckline is a coo! 


An easy-into, wrap-around house frock is another quickie 
... cool in the summer . . . comfortable for gardening 


or housework. Features two side pleats and a side pocket. 
Trim it with frosted eyelet. No. 2275. 


note. Try making this one in plaid or red-checked gingham 
With a matching ribbon to wear in your hair. 


For pattern descriptions and details for ordering 
see page 59. 
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Are you 
in the know ? 





3 guesses what girls forget most 


{-] See their dentist 
{_] Use Hand Cream or Lotion 


["] Buy o new Sanitary Belt 

Could be you do see your dentist twice 
a year... keep your mitts well 
creamed. Fine. But how about 
remembering to buy a new sanitary 
belt? Why be like most girls, and keep 
forgetting—keep putting it off “till 
next time?”? To get all the comfort 
your napkin gives, now’s the time to 
buy a new Koter Sanitary Belt! 

Yes—because ..it's..made..to- lie flat, 
without twisting or curling, a Kotex 
belt gives you snug, comfortable fit. 
It’s adjustable, all-elastic . . . doesn’t 


bind! 





Kotex 


Sanitary 
Belt 


Ask for it by name 








Which deodorant would you decide on? 


[-] A cream 
[] A powder 
{-] A liquid 


Granted you're in the know about 
napkins .. . what about deodorants for 
napkin use? Fact is, while creams and 
liquids will do for everyday daintiness 
—yet, for ‘those’? days a powder 
deodorant’s best—sprinkled freely on 
sanitary napkins. That’s because a 
powder has no moisture-resistant base; 
doesn’t slow up absorption. And soft, 
soothing Quest Powder is made especi- 
ally for napkin use. 

Being unscented, Quest Deodorant 
Powder doesn’t just mask odours, 
Quest destroys them. Safely. Positively. 
To avoid offending, buy Quest Powder 
today! 







Quest 
Deodorant 
Powder 
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© Guaranteed by ® 
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fear seemed to have lessened. Telling 
about that night had been a kind of 
release . . . Because she knew now 
that life could have a goodness that 
wasn’t the rounded, rosy kind... A 
fineness that hurt too. 

She was glad when he came back and 
introduced her to Hugh Jenkins. She 
got out of the car and the three of them 

ehad a glass of cider. And she saw the 
way the old farmer looked at Johnny— 
with respect, and friendliness too... 

Finally Johnny said, “‘I’d better take 
this meat back and put it on ice.” 

They drove more quickly toward 
home. He said, “Would you like to see 
the laboratory?” 

**I’d love to,”’ Kathie said. ‘“‘It must 
be a lot of fun, experimenting like that.” 

“Itis. After all, just about everything 
was invented by someone.” 

He sounded excited and eager. And 
as they rounded a curve her shoulder 
touched his, and her brown hair tangled 
in the wind. Johnny’s heart turned 
over strangely ... They drew up in 
front of his barn and hoisted out the 
meat. “‘Come along in and I’[l show 
you,” he said. 

He opened the door to the laboratory, 
and Kathie saw all the equipment—the 
big ovens and the meat-cutting ma- 
chines. “Why, it’s wonderful!’ she 
éxclaimed. ay 

“Would you like to try some?’ he 
asked, and then cut a slice of the meat 
product and fitted it between two 
halves of bread. 

Kathie laughed and took a bite. 
“Right now,” she said, “I’m eating your 
future!” 

But he didn’t answer because at that 
moment the door from the garage 
opened and Barbara strolled in. She 
said, “Hello, Kathie, is Johnny showing 


you his mudpies?” And behind her 
casual manner there was a kind of 
pleased malice. 

Kathie put down the half-eaten 


sandwich and her mouth felt dry. She 
couldn’t understand it, but there was 
something taunting, and belittling too, 
in the atmosphere. With Barbara stand- 
ing there in her new pink dress, this 
place suddenly became just a part of the 
garage filled with secondhand gadgets. 

Johnny smiled. “I’m getting an out- 
side opinion on my product,” he said. 
**] thought it was about time.” 

“Kathleen Blake is the person to 
come to, then,” Barbara said. ‘‘She’s 
obviously very partial to men!” 

Johnny flushed angrily. But Kathie 
stood up at once. She said, “The next 
step in the process is to think up a good 
name. I'll be working on it on the way 
home.” 

He relaxed then, and grinned. And 
the message in his dark eyes said, 
‘‘Don’t worry. I’m not going to get you 
into any more trouble.” 

Kathie walked home slowly. But 
now she had a core of resilience in her, 
something to cling to within the confines 
of her own mind, It had been created 
yvradually—by Lottie and old Mr. Sears, 
and Richard Loring at the club. It 
made her uneasy and vulnerable—but in 
a way it made her impervious too. 

She thought of Matthew, a big boy of 
14, stealing from his friends at school; 
she thought of Dolores Bishop, trying to 
hide from the town what was happening 
to her home. But all the time she was 
really thinking of Johnny Williams, and 
she had turned in the gate and started 
up the steps of Aunt Martha’s tidy, 
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Are you in the know? 





When you're a house-guest, should you— 


) Follow your whims 


Consider your hostess instead of your 
whims. If a picnic’s planned—go, and 
have fun; even if you'd rather dress up 
for dancing. And during your visit; keep 
clock-conscious, so you won't delay 
meals or curfew. Whatever the plans, 
you can be comfortable regardless of your 


|_| Fit into the plans 


|_| Forget about clock-watching 


calendar—by choosing the new Kotex. 
It’s the napkin made to stay soft while 
you wear it; gives softness that holds its 
shape. FP erthie iiore, you're so at ease 
with your new Kotex Sanitary Belt. It’s 
elastic; fits smoothly! 





Which should be your hairdo guide? 


|_| Your own type 


[| Your favourite actress 


What your crowd's wearing 


When groping for a new hairdo, maybe 
you'd follow the fad-mad crowd—or 
hitch your noggin to your favourite star. 
Think twice! According to a famous 
Paris stylist, your hairdo should suit 
your own type. Your kind of face... 
your kind of personality! Different girls 
have different needs in sanitary protec- 
tion, too. That’s why Kotex offers you 
3 absorbencies to choose from. Which one 
is practically tailor-made for you? Try 
Regular, Junior, Super—and see! 
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If you didn’t hear the name clearly— 
{-}-Say so 
Let if pass 
|_| Repeat it anyway 


See what happens when a friend mumbles 
introductions ? You didn’t get the 
name! Well, say so, rather than ignore or 
garble it. Even if his monicker’s Sch- 
nicklefritz, he’ll expect you to remember 
—and pronounce it right. (You'll be 
glad you did, next time you meet!) 
And to meet any situation with assur- 
ance, “that’’ time of the month, choose 
Kotex. Why? Because those special, 
flat pressed ends don’t show; don’t cause 
revealing outlines. So your secret’s safe. 
Let Kotex be your poise-preserver! 


More women choose 
KOTEX than all other 
sanitary napkins 


KOTEX (N 3 ABSORBENCIES: REGULAR, - JUNIOR SUPER 


"Very Personally Yours’, new Free booklet for teenagers. Gives do’s and don'ts for difficuitdays..; 
the lowdown on grooming, sports, social contacts. Send your name and address to Canadian 
Cellucotton Products Co. Ltd., Dept. 0805, Niagara Falls, Ontario. 
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Prepare for a future without 
regrets—provide for it NOW 
by buying a CANADIAN 
GOVERNMENT AN- 
NUITY — you can pur- 
chase no finer protection 
against dependency in 


@ A low-cost Canadian Government 
Annuity guarantees you as much as 
$1200 a year for life. 


@ No Medical Examination is required, 


@ Your Annuity cannot be seized under 
any law. You cannot lose your 
money even if your payments fall 
into arrears. 


@ Anyone, from 5 to 85, is eligible; 





Annuities Branch 
DEPARTMENT OF LABOUR 
HUMPHREY MITCHELL Minister A. MacNAMARA Deputy Minister 
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ANNUITIES 
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ts Mail this Coupon today POSTAGE FREE 
Annuities Branch, 6 
Department of Labour, Ottawa. 


Please send me COMPLETE INFORMATION about Canadian Government Annuities. 


NAME_____. 


(PRINT CLEARLY) 











Look for the Chatelaine 
Institute Seal of Approval 


Any product that bears this Seal has been used again and 
again in Chatelaine’s own housekeeping department. Every 
part of it has been carefully examined in the laboratory under 
Chatelaine Institute supervision. 


Only those products that give a satisfactory performance in 
all the tests are awarded the Seal of Approval. For they 
must be practical and easy to use as well as scientifically sound. 





The Chatelaine Institute Seal of Approval 
is your guarantee of quality products 












brown-shingled house before she even 
realized she was home. 

That evening Dick came around to 
take her dancing at the Green Gate 
Lodge. He phoned first, and he sounded 
affable enough, but distinctly as though 
he was doing her a favor. Her pride 
rebelled against that. She said, “Tm 
sorry, Dick, but I’m rather tired... 
But then she saw that Aunt Martha wag 
standing in the door to the dining room, 
nodding violently, so she added, “‘All 
right, I’d like to.” 

Kathie put on a green linen skirt and 
a white blouse, and sat on the porch 
swing, waiting for Dick to arrive. But 
when his grey convertible stopped in 
front of the gate, and she saw him 
striding toward her up the path, she 
experienced a shock — almost of 
incredulity. 

Dick had wide shoulders and a fine 
athletic build. He had thick dark blond 
hair, brown eyes and a firm square chin. 
Always before she had thought him as 
attractive as any man could be. But now 
it was as though she were viewing a 
caricature of Dick, an out-of-focus 
drawing with unexpected highlights. 

She had never really seen until now 
the weak lines of his face, the smug 
surface complacency. For a moment 
she felt almost as though a stranger 
were walkine taward hero A’ stranger 
with familiar features and a new face. 

Dick grinned uneasily. He said, 
“What's eating you, Kathie? You look 
as though you were seeing a ghost.” 

She tried to smile. She said, “‘ Maybe 
I am, Dick. When the sun slants like 
that, you see things in a different light.” 

They drove slowly through town. 
But then Dick took a different road. 
He said, “I wanted to see you alone. | 
can’t get you out of my mind.” 

Kathie said quietly, “ Dick, why don’t 
you tell me exactly how you feel—about 
me and everything?” 

The directness of her question seemed 
to startle him. He said, “‘I’m not sore at 
you for the other night, if that’s what 
you mean.” 

She started to laugh. She couldn’t 
help herself. Dick didn’t like it. He 
turned the car into a side road and 
stopped it. Then he put his hands on 
her shoulders and kissed her hard on the 
mouth. “That’s the way I feel,” he said. 

She stiffened, but she didn’t pull 
away. She said, “That isn’t the way | 
feel. Not any more.” 

““You’re putting on an act,” he said. 
“If we hadn’t postponed the wedding 
everything would have been different.” 

“*Why did you postpone it?” she asked. 

**Good lord, Kathie!’ He stared at 
her in amazement. “ You don’t honestly 
think we could have gone ahead!’”’ he 
protested. “With your picture plastered 
all over the papers, and your name 


1? 


coupled with a man like Farnsworth! 


And then he added, in a strained 
unnatural voice, “I guess I told you 
before that I don’t blame any guy for 
making love to you, Kathie.” 

Kathie smiled. She wasn’t frightened, 
the way she had been at the club. 
Maybe she didn’t care as much what he 
thought of her. The heat had lessened, 
and the moon, over the trees, had be- 
come a distorted half. She said, “Don’t 
look too long at the moon, Dick. It’s 
supposed to be bad luck!” 

The mischief in her voice made him 
turn on her angrily. “‘What are you 
trying to do, Kathie? Make me look a 
fool?” 


“Did vou think how I’d look,” she 
asked, “‘when you postponed our marri- 


age ” 


But she 
enraged him. 
asked angrily. 


spoke serenely and that 
““What’s got into you?” he 

‘“*I’m taking you home.” 

But he didn’t. Instead he leaned over 
and tried to kiss her again. And only 
when she had twisted her head away 
did he put his foot on the starter. 

He drove quickly and angrily. He 
said, “I have your number now, Kathie. 
It’s a pose—that Puritan stuff. Every- 
thing you do is a pose, and always has 
been.” 

‘Maybe you’re right, Dick,” she 
agreed calmly. But remembering how 
happy they had been together, she felt 
an unaccountable confusion. Because 
Dick wasn’t the man she had been so 
confidently planning to marry; no one 
seemed to be quite as she had thought 
them before. 

When they reached her house he 
tried to turn her face up to his again. “| 
don’t get it,” he said. “You act as 
proud as Lucifer about something.” 

“Not proud,” she said, her voice 
trembling, “‘but not ashamed, either.” 

“Why not, I’d like to know?” 

“TI don’t believe I could explain that 
to you,” she said. 

‘Maybe you really fell for the guy. Is 
that?” 

She pulled away dee, a got out of 
the car. “‘ You would think of something 
like that,” she said coldly. “‘That’s the 
way your mind works.” 

And then she ran up to the house. 

Dick ground the gears savagely and 
shot off toward the Lodge. He was mad 
now, and he didn’t understand it at all. 
Because somehow Kathie Blake was 
getting under his skin, in a way she 
never had before. It made his blood 
boil, thinking of the way she would sit 
there beside him, her coloring as warm 
and vivid as ever, but her grey-brown 
eyes cool and remote. You’d almost 
think being involved in a murder had set 
her above the rest of them! 

The confusion, the sense of something 
beyond his understanding, increased his 
anger. He drove to the Lodge, slammed 
on the brakes, and went into the lounge. 
The first person he saw was Barbara 
Casey. He was annoyed at first. He 
didn’t want company. On the other 
hand he didn’t want to be alone either 
... Finally he said, “Hello there. 
How’s tricks?”’ 

Barbara smiled. Her bare arms were 
rounded and golden, and her little up- 
turned nose had a light sprinkling of 
freckles that he’d never noticed before. 
Dick looked at her speculatively. He 
began to feel better. The rage was still 
there. But now it was directed against 
all women. He wanted to show them, 
he had to. 

“*Come on out for a ride.” 

Barbara’s smile was just a shade 
doubtful. She said, “I came with a gang. 
They’ re in there dancing.” 

“You’re with me now. Forget about 
them.” He took her elbow and piloted 
her out the door. Her arm was smooth 
and silken to the touch. When they 
reached the car he helped her in, and 
let his hand rest lightly among her dar 
red curls. 

Barbara said, “Johnny couldn’t com 
tonight. He wouldn’t leave that old 
experiment of his.” 

Dick smiled. ‘‘ Well, 
said, and pulled her close. 

Continued on page 42 
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Free B-A road maps and tourist information! B-A attendants are 


up-to-the-minute with local information. 
B-A credit cards are good in the U.S.A. 


OH Cant Buy a Better Motor Oil 





Coast to coast in Canada at more 
than 6000 outlets, B-A offers an 
unbeatable combination . . . fast 
courteous, efficient service plus the 
finest petroleum products obtainable. 





Tire check! It’s a safety service your 
B-A attendant looks after along 
with water, oil and battery check 
whenever you stop. The famous 
Fisk tires are sold exclusively at B-A. 


B-A service attendants see to it! A 
clean windshield to give you clear 
visibility, safer motoring ...an extra 
measure of driving pleasure when 
you stop at the sign of the big B-A. 


Chatelaine, 


July, 1949 
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Smoother running, trouble-free performance is yours with Peerless motor oil. Peerless is “Alloyed”... 
for longer lasting lubrication to all moving parts .. . for unsurpassed protection against wear and friction. Refined 
and processed from the world’s finest crudes, Peerless does a complete lubrication job under all driving conditions. 
Peerless means real economy because of fewer breakdowns brought on by oil failure. Drive into one of the 6000 B-A 
dealers from coast to coast in Canada and drain, flush and refill with Peerless. ‘You Can't Buy a Better Motor Oil”. 





THE BRITISH AMERICAN OIL COMPANY LIMITED 
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guests in order to prepare last minute food. 
Poised and casual, you stay around and 
enjoy your own wonderful party! 
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HESE 8 won! Of all Swift’s 
line of nutritious, whole- 
some, taste-tempting Table- 


%* SWIFT'S PREMIUM BOLOGNA 

% SWIFT'S PREMIUM 
BRAUNSCHWEIGER 

%* SWIFT'S PREMIUM 
MAC AND CHEESE LOAF 

%& SWIFT'S PREMIUM PICKLE AND 
PIMENTO LOAF 

% SWIFT'S PREMIUM 
LUNCHMEAT LOAF 

¥& SWIFT'S PREMIUM COOKED 
HAM 

%* SWIFT'S PREMIUM COOKED 
SALAMI 

% SWIFT'S PREMIUM FRANKS 


Ready meats, these were so 
super excellent that they won 
the coveted Seal of Quality. 
Look for these 8 delicious 
meat foods! Each is uncondi- 





tionally guaranteed by Swift's 
to be the finest of its kind! 
Made of selected dinner qual- 
ity meats, you'll find each in 
flavour and texture incompar- 
ably the most delicious you’ve 
ever served a guest! Look for 
the Seal on your dealer’s 





showcase or window. Where 
This Swift Quality Seal identifies a 
family of food products which you 
can buy with complete confidence that 
each is the finest of its kind. 


you see it you'll know he is an 
‘ Authorized Dealer for Swift's 
Premium Table-Ready Meats. 


Swift’s Line of Premium Table-Ready Meats 








Barbara was wise and essentially cold. 
She knew just how far to let a man go in 
order to further her ends. Now she 
rested her head against his shoulder and 
sighed with contentment. “I’ve always 
had kind of a yen for you, Dick,” she 
said. “I guess you never knew, though.” 

“Maybe it was 
maintaining, 
tone. 


mutual,” he said, 


nevertheless, a casual 
The anger was still in his heart, 
but now it was receding somewhat. He 
had no intention of getting involved 
with Barbara Casey; but he was grateful 
to her. His ego had needed just this. 
The pretty pansy-blue 
admiringly to his; the soft slender arms 


eyes, raised 
clasped lightly about his neck. 

He leaned down. He thought, “ This’ll 
show you, Kathie Blake. You and your 
highfalutin ideas!” 

At that moment, back in the house on 
Waverley Avenue, Kathie Blake was 
fighting an instinct so deep-seated that 
she could never have traced its source. 
For most of her conscious life she had 
been trying to please Aunt Martha. She 
had been afraid of her too, because Aunt 
Martha had been the only 
earth who had made her able to belong. 

But now she sat in the stiff, orderly 
living room, trying to disregard that 


person on 


fear. When you have accustomed your- 
self to acquiescence you don’t know the 
formula for resistance. Kathe didn’t-tt 
was all in her mind—and quite inex- 
pressible. So mostly she listened. 

“You have no right to become in- 
volved now in a disagreement with 
Dick Loring,”” Aunt Martha was saying, 
“And if I refuse to let you live in my 
house, Kathleen, there won’t be any 
need to explain why.” 

She had that same thing in 
several forms already. She was making 
it clear, once and for all, that her niece 
must make her choice. She could go the 
way of her parents 


said 


adrift and rootless; 
or she could have a last chance to 
herself and live down the 
reputation which had become a humilia- 
tion and disgrace to her aunt as well as 


herself. 


retrieve 


Kathie wasn’t listening properly now, 
for a curious thing was happening. She 
was really “seeing” Aunt Martha for the 
first time in years. Probably she had 
when she was 11, and first came here 
to live. But she had forgotten that now, 
so that it was the same as it had been 
Dick—almost like meeting a 
stranger. She saw Aunt Martha’s thick 
hair, firmly and unbecomingly 
wedged under a net. She saw her faded 


with 
grey 


brown eyes, her blotched, brownish skin. 
And she saw her mouth. That was what 
startled her. Aunt Martha’s mouth had 
no kindness at all. 
have lived so long—and so contentedly 
too—with a mouth like that? 
“Kathleen, stop staring at me in 
that way!” Aunt Martha commanded 
sharply. 


And how could she 


“You're becoming rude and 
inattentive as well. I don’t know why | 
always thought you had 
manners!”’ 

The telephone rang then, and Kathie 
went out in the hall to answer it. Dolores 
Bishop was on the other end of the line, 


such good 


and she asked at once, in a low muted 
voice, “Kathie, is that you?” 

*'Y es. it is, Dolores.” 

Dolores spoke hurriedly, as though 
she didn’t want to be overheard. - She 
said, “Kathie, I have to take Ronnie to 
the sanatorium right away. Could you 
come here and stay W ith the children? | 
hate to ask you, but otherwise it will be 


all over town. It—it’s kind of an 


emergency.” 

“I'll be right over,” Kathie said. “It 
won't take me a minute.” 

She half ran to Dolores’ house, not 
slowing her steps until she reached the 
gate. She saw that a car was out in front 
of the garage, with the motor running, 
and a figure motionless in the front seat. 
Dolores met her by the porch steps. She 
said, in a half-hysterical 
whisper, “Kathie, you’re an angel. | 
couldn’t wait till tomorrow. There’s a 
point where he might injure one of the 
children. He wouldn’t mean to, but he’d 


nervous, 


do it just the same.” 

‘But Dolores, how could it happen so 
soon?” Kathie said. “‘In such a short 
time!” 

“Forty-eight hours of steady drinking 
is all Ronnie needs.” Dolores’ voice 
broke. She said, ‘‘He’s that susceptible. 
It’s like a disease.”” She was shaking, 
and her nerves were obviously strained 
to the breaking point. 

Kathie said, as matter-of-factly as 
possible, “Don’t worry about — the 
children, and take as long as you want. 
I'll be right here.”” She watched while 
Dolores got into the car and drove off. 
Then she mounted the porch steps, and 
went into the silent house. 

She made the rounds first, looking in 
at- each one -of-the: sleeping -chridren; 
leaving the doors open, so she could 
hear them if they cried, and went down 
to the living room. It was forlorn 
enough—the chair covers torn, the wall- 
paper discolored. And yet you could see 
that Dolores had tried. There was a vase 
of fresh flowers on the mantel; and on 
the living room table, tn a solid silver 
frame, was Dolores’ wedding picture. 

Kathie stared at it. Dolores had ona 
princess gown, and a long veil with a 
effect; but what you couldn't 
dismiss was her smile. It was a very 
happy smile, a trifle smug too, as though 
she were saying, ““Now I have every- 
thing.”’ 

Kathie sat down in one of the up- 
holstered chairs, and listened to the 
silence that was all around her. She 
remembered how she used to feel about 


tiara 


Barton, as though it were a kind of 


background for herself. A place where 
you went skating in the moonlight, and 
spent long afternoons at the club, and 
had picnics with your choicest friends. 

But now it was like cutting into a 
prettily frosted cake. The ingredients 
weren't what you’d expected at all. It 
didn’t seem credible that you could live 
most of your life in a place and never 
get below the frosting, never discover 
any of the ingredients—the good solid 
ones, or the rotten ones either. 

She heard the clock strike 11 and 
then 11.30. She reached for a cigarette, 
and that was when the telephone rang. 
She lifted the receiver, feeling unreason- 
ably apprehensive. It was a relief to 
hear Dolores’ breathless, flat little voice 
at the other end, saying, “ Hello, Kathie, 
is that you?” 

“Yes. I’m here, and everything’s fine. 
The children are all asleep,” Kathie said 
reassuringly, 

“I’m glad, Kathie, but something 
awful has happened!” Dolores said. ‘1 
stopped for some gas, and while | was 
paying the man Ronnie slipped away. 
He may be hiding back of the garage, or 
he may have hitched a ride home. You 
never can tell with Ronnie. But I wanted 
to warn you, because if he comes back 


’ 


there you'll have to be careful-—” 
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“Perhaps I can get someone to stay 
here with me,” Kathie suggested 
quickly. “‘Johnny Williams, or someone. 
Anyhow, don’t you worry.” 

“All right,” Dolores agreed shakily. 

“I'll stay here, then, Kathie. The 
garageman has called the police, and | 
really shouldn’t leave.” 
Kathie 
began, but Dolores had already hung up. 
She hesitated a moment, but the thought 
of Ronnie, appearing suddenly at the 
door, was something she didn’t like to 
contemplate. So she called Johnny 
Williams, and told him what had 
happened. 

“The poor guy is probably asleep 
under some bush,” Johnny said. ‘But 
you never can tell; I’ll come on over.” 

His voice sounded casual enough. But 
when he arrived, he sat beside her on the 
sofa, and said unhappily, “It would be 
hard to think up a worse fate for any 
man than the thing that’s happening 
right now to Ronnie Bishop.” 

“* Perhaps it’s even worse for Dolores,” 
Kathie said. And the tension must have 
been in her voice, because Johnny looked 
at her sharply. “Don’t worry. I'll stay 
here with you until she gets back,” he 
said. “It’s not much fun sitting alone 
in a strange house.” 

After that the drab little living room 
Was stiréuded in silence. Upstairs the 
children were asleep; and out on the 
road they were looking for a half-con- 
scious Ronnie to take to the hospital. 
And things like that happened in life. 
They happened all the time. But there 
was something else too. Something 
good and unquenchable .. . 

Kathie didn’t know she was trembling 
when Johnny took her in his arms, and 
bent to kiss her—not gently, hut with a 
sudden, urgent longing. But she clung 
to him, and for that moment nothing 
else had any meaning except the feel of 
Johnny’s arms, of his mouth against 
hers, of his heart, beating heavily and 
painfully ... 

He released her finally. He said, “I’m 
afraid I had no right to do that.” 
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| But in the heavy unreal silence they 
| 


“Dolores, I’m so sorry—” 


both knew it had been inevitable. After 
a while he said uneasily. “We've seen so 
little of each other; maybe it won’t make 
sense to you, Kathie, if I say that I’m 
falling in love with you.” 

“It does make sense though,” she 
said painfully. “That is...” She 
said, “Johnny, I’m a different person 
§since that thing happened. I feel 
§ differently about people. I hardly know 
myself.” And then she said, “‘ But I do 
know that I’m in love too.” 
| He picked upa cigarette, and started 
Eto light it. And then he put down the 
cigarette and took her in his arms again. 
|This time he kissed her gently; he 
} smoothed her hair and kissed her mouth 
fand her throat. Finally he said, “You 
Ssee how it is, darling.” He pulled her 
thead down onto his shoulder. He said, 
rl thought I could manage all right the 
Sway | was doing. | just didn’t know...” 
S.And then the door opened, and 
arbara Casey walked in. 
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OHNNY GOT slowly to his feet, and 
is face was rigid with control. But 
3arbara laughed. She said, “Hello, 
ohnny. | heard you were over here, 
nut I didn’t know you were having a 

ove fest.” 

@ Johnny said, “I’m going to stay until 
olores gets back.” 


“You can stay for the rest of your life, 
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as far as I’m concerned,” Barbara said. 
And right then she began to enjoy 
herself. Because now she saw a chance, 
suddenly, of killing two birds with one 
stone. From the way Dick had acted 
tonight she was pretty sure that with 
Kathie out of the picture . . . 

She leaned against the mantel and 
surveyed them both. Her glossy red 
curls were slightly disheveled, but she 
seemed perfectly at ease. She said to 
Kathie, “Does Dick Loring know you’re 
here? Because if he doesn’t I can always 
enlighten him.” 

Johnny didn’t move. But he said, “I 
wouldn’t do that if | were you, Barbara.” 

Barbara shrugged. She said, “I'll do 
just as I please from now on. You see, 
I’m through with you, Johnny 
Williams.” 

Johnny nodded. “It can be pretty 
tough on a girl when she’s tied to a man 
she doesn’t believe in.” 

“When she’s tied to a lazy good-for- 
nothing, you mean.” But now Barbara’s 
pretty eyes were sparkling. Relief and 
anticipation had already combined to 
make the future appear bright. And she 
had plans. Her mind was busy with 
them. She said abruptly, “I’m not going 
to hang around here and chaperone you 
two.” 

And then she left. 
~ Johnny went out to the kitchen and 
made some coffee. He found bread too, 
and brought the things back on a tray. 
The tension was heightened between 
them. They talked disjointedly about a 
dozen different things . . . But happi- 
ness can be like that. It can seep in 
gradually, so that you don’t comprehend 
it at all. With Kathie it was a kind of 
peace, a relaxation of the spirit. She 
was discovering for the first time what 
it could be like to depend on someone 
this way, without any reservations at all. 
It was almost daylight by the time 
Dolores -eturned with the news that 
they had finally found Ronnie, stum- 
bling along the highway, and taken him, 
half-conscious, to the hospital. 

The next afternoon Barbara went to 
call on Mrs. Richard Loring. She sat in 
the pretty, cheerful living room, and 
looked appealingly <t Dick’s mother. 
She said, “I wouldn’t tel! anyone clse 
this, Mrs. Loring. But under.the cir- 
cumstances J thought it was only fair 
to you... Her eyes filled with tears. 
She said, “When | came in, Johnny had 
his arms around her.” She dabbed at 
her eyes with a handkerchief. She said, 
““T’ve broken the engagement of course.” 

Mrs. Loring listened, and there was a 
gleam of satisfaction in her bright brown 
eyes. Barbara was pleased. If Dick’s 
mother knew, her purpose would be 
largely accomplished. Mrs. Loring said 
finally, “Il think it was very honest of 
you to come to me, Barbara. After all, 
a mother should know these things.” 

Barbara left, finally, walking daintily 
down the path in her high heels. And 
her mind was busy with plans. They 
stretched interminably, and they in- 
cluded all sorts of welcome possibilities. 

That evening Mrs. Loring had a con- 
ference with her husband and her son. 
When she told them what she had 
learned, Dick was both angry and re- 
lieved. He said, ‘You see, dad, I was 
right in the first place.” He walked 
restlessly about the room, thinking of 
Kathie’s remote, grey-brown eyes, of 
her lovely, shining brown hair. He had 
forgotten all about Barbara Casey. 
There were any number of girls in town 


C / 


VY 
* fleur Snack-Sances, loo: 


Let’s say the day’s warm .. . no time for hot 
cookery ...dabs of this and that in the re- 
frigerator, too good to waste, but not enough 
for everybody. Idea! Just open a can of Prem 
and prepare an abundance of cool, delectable 
goodness like this. Prem, you know, adds 
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‘ee 


SWIFT ? 


> aed 
- Weel) ena 7 
sit FOOD 


Bs 


more than one meat to the assortment. (Re- 
member, Prem is different . .. it’s the one with 
tender beef added.) It’s both pork and beef 
happily blended Swift’s special way, and 
read y-cooked for flavory eating, hot or cold. 
Try it and see how much better you like it. 


Martha Legan’s PREM PORCH-PARTY PLATE 


—cool delights for every taste, made ample by Prem’s delicious 
combination. of pork and tender beef. 


Arrange on chilled chop plate thinly potato salad. Garnish with crisp greens, 


sliced Prem with slices of leftover 
chicken or roast meat and macaroni or 


deviled eggs, olives. Serve with these 
Take-Your-Choice Snack Sauces. 


*1. Horseradish Sauce—Whip 4 cup sweet or sour cream until stiff. Fold in 4 teaspoon salt, 
three to four tablespoons grated horseradish, 1 teaspoon vinegar. Makes 1 cup. 

2. Mustard Sauce— Combine 4 cup mayonnaise and 1 tablespoon prepared mustard. Capers 
or coarsely chopped cucumber pickles may be added. Makes % cup. 

3. Ruby Sauce— Using a fork, break 1 cup of currant or other tart red jelly into small pieces 
but do not beat. Add 1% tablespoons coarsely grated orange rind. Chill at least an 
hour. Makes 1 cup. All three add tempting relish to THAT DELICIOUS COMBINATION 


Swifts Prem 


SWIFT CANADIAN CO. LIMITED 


OF PORK AND TENDER BEEF... 
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FREE! A plastic “Baby Food Saver”, for 
scooping out Baby Food tins. Write H. J. 
Heinz Co. of Canada Ltd., Dept. SP-12, 
420 Dupont St., Toronto, and say which 
you would like, pink or bive. 


HEINZ INTRODUCES 
2 NEW PRE-COOKED 
BABY CEREALS 


Heinz new Baby Cereals are pre-cooked to 
save mother’s time. Just add hot milk or 
formula and stir. Both cereals are smooth in 
texture, free from lumps, light and fluffy and 
are completely and quickly digested. Both 
contain a liberal supply of vitamins and 
minerals important to baby’s health. 


HEINZ PRE-COOKED CEREAL FOOD— 
Three choice grains—wheat, corn and oats— 
blended by an exclusive process. To build 
strong teeth and straight bones, calcium has 
been added. For healthy blood, iron has been 
included, and certain members of the Vita- 
min B complex. 


HEINZ PRE-COOKED OATMEAL MIX- 
TURE — Made from oats, thoroughly cooked 
and skilfully blended with sugar, vitamins, 
minerals, proteins and an extra measure of 
calcium and phosphorus. 











he might marry some day. And certainly 
he was lucky not to have tied himself 
up to someone with a doubtful reputa- 
tion. But he would never forgive 
Kathie Blake for her attitude. That 
first night at the club she had begged 
him to marry her right off... But 
after that she had changed. Somehow 
she had made him feel inadequate. 

He took a deep breath, and reached 
jerkily into his pocket for a cigarette. 
He said to his father, “I told you when 
that murder broke we ought to call the 
marriage off.” 

Richard Loring nodded quietly. He 
said, “I remember that, Dick, and 
perhaps you were right.”” He looked at 
his son, and his mild blue eyes were non- 
committal. “At least you were right 
for you,” he said. “I'll go over tonight 
and talk to her.” 

He walked around to Kathie’s house 
after dinner, and they sat together on 
the porch, looking across the street at 
the rusty bird bath and the tall ems. 
Richard Loring -smited- -ruefully:— —He 
said, “Tell me, Kathie, are you still in 
love with my son?” 

She shook her head. “‘ Not any more,” 
she said. “I’ve changed, and | think 
Dick has too.”” She took a deep breath. 
She said, “‘ After I came back we didn’t 
seem to understand each other any more. 
It was something neither of us could 
help. I guess.” 

“That’s right,” he agreed heavily. He 
sounded tired and disheartened. Kathie 
looked at him in surprise. Richard 
Loring had always been considered a 
jolly chubby little man. But now she 
wondered if people didn’t get labels 
tagged on them ina place like Barton... 

The readers of the Chronicle were 
given, from time to time, incomplete 
surface glimpses of the things that had 
up in dry brittle 
any 


happened—served 
phrases, and subject to almost 
interpretation. There was a paragraph 
announcing that Miss Barbara Casey 


had broken her engagement to Mr. 
John Williams; and another’ which 
mentioned briefly that Mr. Ronald 


Bishop was under observation in the 
hospital. The Chronicle also recorded 
the fact that the engagement of Miss 
Kathleen Blake and Mr. Richard Loring 
had been terminated by mutual consent. 
Most of the readers had no trouble 
reaching a conclusion about that. 

But almost everyone was puzzled by 
an item in October. The one that said 
that when Kathleen Blake had gone to 
the trial, she had been accompanied by 
Mrs. Sheldon Haverford and Mr. John 
Williams. Mrs. Haverford, of all 
people! Plump, benign, wealthy Mrs. 
Haverford! 

No one could understand it, but the 
answer was simple enough. Mrs. Haver- 
ford always left Barton in the fall, and 
this time she asked Kathie if she 
wouldn’t like to share her stateroom on 
the train and her suite at the hotel. She 
didn’t offer the protection of her name, 
but of course 1t worked out that way. 

And Johnny Williams too! Why 
Johnny Williams? There a few 
who understood at least a part of that. 
Old Mr. Sears at the Barton drugstore, 
for one. He remembered the way the 
two of them would look at each other, 
when they came in the store for a coke. 
So now he smiled to himself, and went 
upstairs to tell Mattie. 


were 


Hugh Jenkins, the farmer, was an- 
other read that particular item 
with satisfaction. He’d seen Johnny and 


who 


“except that it’s true. 


Kathie Blake rattling around together 
in the old truck, and there had been 
something in their faces that he couldn't 
get out of his mind. 
According to the Chronicle, Lydia 
Farnsworth’s trial was brief, and at th: 
end of two days she was acquitted. It 
was established that she didn’t point 
the gun, that she hadn’t known it was 
loaded, and that the shooting was the 
accidental result of a struggle. Most 
people in Barton thought the verdict was 
fair enough, though there were some 
who said it was shameful the way the 
rich always got away with things. 
Then there was a rumor, about that 
time, that Johnny Williams had landed 
a small order for a food product of some 
sort. Mr. Crane, proprietor of the 
Crane Meat Market, told his partner 
about that, and suggested that it might 
policy to handle some of 


be good 
“Everyone knows the 


Johnny’s stuff. 
bov is a little queer,” he said. “But a 
lot of them will buy it just to give him a 
He lit-a cigar and felt very 
virtuous. He said, ““We have to help 
these kids out. It’s the least we can do.’ 

Back in the city that day Johnny and 
Kathie walked alone together, down by 
the river. Kathie said, “I wanted to 
come here because that other time, it 
seems so long ago now...” She hesi- 
tated. Then she said, “ You see, | didn’t 
want to ZO back to Barton that day. I 
wanted to run away to the other end of 


start;”” 


the world.” 

Johnny laughed. “There is no other 
end, and you can’t run away. Lots of 
people have tried.” 

It was growing dusk. Some little girls 
were playing hopscotch on the sidewalk, 
and an old man was packing tobacco 
into his pipe. Johnny said, “‘We don’t 
have to live in Barton unless we want 
to. There are dozens of other places 
just as good.” 

They stood side by side, looking out 
at the river. The future was right there, 
waiting for them. They both knew it, 
and sometimes that knowledge can be so 
overwhelming that it is hard to think 
clearly. 

Finally Kathie said, “It really doesn’t 
matter where we live. But I have a 
feeling about Barton now that I'll never 
lose...” She thought of them all 
then—in disjointed, unreal flashes. She 
thought of Dolores, and Hugh Jenkins, 
and old Mr. Sears. She said, “It isn’t 
the place, really. It’s just all of life. It 
would be the same anywhere . . .” 

“IT guess that’s so,” Johnny agreed. 
He sounded utterly content; and out on 
the darkening river they could see that 
the low flat barges were strung with 
lights. “If you hadn’t come back,” he 
said. “If you’d decided to run away...” 


she said. “I can’t 
remember now why I was so afraid. 
Mostly I think it was of what people 
would think, and the way they would 
look at me. I’d lived so long in a kind of 
shell! But it doesn’t work,” she said. “| 
know that now. 


“It’s strange,” 


For some reason you 
ee : 
omy become more vulnerable when you 
try to protect yourself. Why is that, 
darling?” 
“ee , o alata , e 
I don’t know exactly, Johnny said, 
Things are going 
Kathie. We won't 
even be able to protect each other . . .” 


to happen to us, 


He spoke quietly, and a little later 
they turned away from the river and 
started walking back toward the heart 
of the city, fe 
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| How fo Freeze July Vegetables 


By Jacqueline Roy 


Chatelaine Institute Staff 


PEAS AND SNAP BEANS are two 
vegetables that freeze particularly suc- 
cessfully. By freezing them now at the 
peak of their perfection you'll be able 
to revel in their garden-fresh goodness 
the year round. 


General Freezing Directions 

Freeze only perfect food as freezing 
captures and preserves flavor and good- 
ness but does not improve them. Since 
vegetables begin to deteriorate as soon 
as they’re picked, they should be frozen 
as soon as possible after harvesting. 





Scalding of vegetables is a “must” 
before freezing. Use about 2 gallons 
of boiling water. The well cooker 
of your stove makes ideal container. 


The wire basket makes scalding and 
cooling easier. Dip basket up and 
down in sink filled with cold water. 


Ice cubes hasten chilling. 


Two hours from garden to freezer’’ is 
a good rule to follow. 

Scalding of vegetables before freezing 
is very important. It stops enzyme 
action, thus retarding deterioration. It 
also improves the color and saves the 
vitamins. 

Vegetables may be frozen in pint- or 
quart-sized containers, depending on the 
number in the family. (One pint serves 


3 to 4.) 


Peas 


How to select. Choose fresh young 
peas and process as soon as possible. 
How to prepare. Shell peas and 
discard any with blemishes. Sort for 
size, wash in cold water and scald, 
How to scald, Put peas, one pound 
at a time, into a wire basket or loosely 


tied cheesecloth bag and drop into 2 


gallons of rapidl: boiling water. The 
water will stop boiling. Cover pot 
tightly and when water returns to a full 
boil, start counting scalding time. Scald 
for 1 minute, timing accurately. Agitate 
peas during scalding so they’ll be heated 
evenly. Chill at once. 

How to chill. Put peas (still in their 
basket) under cold running tap water 
or in 2 gallons of ice water, moving them 
about for quicker chilling. This takes 
about 2 minutes. Drain well, then 
package immediately. 

How to package. Pack peas in special 
moisture-vapor-proof containers, ailow- 
ing % inch head space for expansion. 
Label each container with date and 
name of food, then freeze at once in 
your home freezer or take to freezer 
locker plant. Leave space between each 
carton for circulation of air. 


Suap Beans 


How to select. Choose freshly picked, 
medium-sized, crisp succulent beans, 
discarding any with blemishes. 

How to prepare. Wash in cold water, 
trim ends and string if necessary. Leave 
whole or cut into smaller pieces, then 
scald immediately. 

How to scald. Put beans, one pound 
at a time, into wire basket or loosely 





2 


tied cheesecloth bag and drop into 
gallons of rapidly boiling water. The 
water will stop boiling. Cover pot 
tightly and when water returns to a full 
boil, start counting scalding time. Scald 
2 minutes, timing accurately. Agitate 
beans during scalding so they'll be 
heated evenly. Chill at once. 

How to chill. Put beans (still in their 
basket) under cold running tap water 
or in 2 gallons of ice water, moving them 
about for quicker chilling. This takes 
about 2 minutes. Drain well, then 
package immediately. 

How to package. Pack beans in special 
moisture-vapor-proof containers, allow- 
ing \% inch head space for expansion. 
Label each container with date and 
name of food, then freeze at once in 
your home freezer or take to freezer 
locker plant. Leave space between each 
carton for circulation of air. + 















































































~The Rainbow assortment in Mornglo ware assures 


permanently beautiful colors . . . colors go right 





through, cannot wear off or fade. Available in sets 


and open stock ... at china retailers across Canada. 


ee 
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i ONTARIO — 
‘iiated with Johnson Bros. (Hanley) England. ? ie 
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BREAKFASI 
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FRI Strawberries 
' 4 Eeg 


Brown Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Se enn 
Sot LtLAUACU 


on | 
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Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Honey 
Cottee Tea 


nN 
om 
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Half Grapefruit 
Buck wheat Pancakes 
Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


we 


| 
— 
—~ 
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Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Cocoa 


| 


= 
_ 
ie) 


Stewed Rhubarb 
Cereal 
French Toast 
Currant Jelly 


On 


Coffee Tea 
r ~ rac ge a - =: ry so ™ 
ED Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Bran Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 


| 





al 


Mixed Fruit juices 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


AVE 


vy | 
= | 


Grapefruit Juice 
Soft-cooked Egg 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


CO 


Wn 
= 
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Oranges 
Cereal 
Bran Muffins Jam 
Coffee Tea 


© 


Fresh Berries and Cream 
Cereal 
Puffy Omelet Toast 
Coffee Cocoa 


Tomato Juice 


Cereal 
Scones Honey 
Coffee Tea 


win 
| rt E Grape Juice 


‘ Cereal 
e Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


W ED Chilled Prune Juice 


Scrambled Eggs 
| Brown Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


THU Orange Juice 


Ce re al 


: | Grilled Kidneys 
Z ; Toast 
Coffee Tea 


FRI | Fresh Berries 


bs Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Cocoa 


Chilled Melon 


Poached Eggs on Brown Toast 
Cottee Cake Honey 
j Coffee Tea : 


MON Orange Halves 


| i Cereal 
C reamed Codfish on Toast 
Coffee Tea 


Tl E Grapefruit Juice 


la Cereal 
i | Toast Marmalad 
Q Coffee my 
' 
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Reciaet nyt Pere te Fried Potatoes 
Marmalade Prifle Creamed Young Onions 
use cake from Saturday ) Blueberry Pudding | 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
ERC em | Sener us " 
Waffles with Creamed Beef Caer ee Sauce 
| Orange, Prune and Cantaloupe Baked Potatoes 
Bee —, Scalloped Tomatoes 
ue aisin Bread Rice with Maple Syrup 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
~ Ast varagus S< Up ee Corned Beef Hash Ring with 
Fried Bologna Creamed Green Peas 
Lyonnaise Potatoes Whole Young Carrot | 
Pickles Green Salad 
__ Berries and Cream Cherry Chiffon Pi 
Tea een Cocoa Coffee yo) bea | 
Picnic So ey a rea 
Devilled Egg Salad cise eines 1 
with Lettuce and Tomatoes reame © ; 
Buttered Brown Rolls Beet Greens mmol | 
Butter Tarts Black Currant Rolypo! y 
Soft Drinks Coffee re 
Cheese Souffié Pan-broiled Trout 
ae ne Parsley Potatoes Green |seans 
elery Hearts > Sponge Dro 
Stewed Rhubarb and Raisins am a 7 





ealy of the Month 


7” bf as 
JULY 194s 





LUNCHEON or SUPPER DINNER 


Creamed Mushrooms (soup) -~ : 
Piichard and Vegetable Pie 














) as 
( — Sticks | (Potato Topping 
Celery Curls Sliced Tomatoes | 
Ice Cream Sundae _ Cherry Cobbler 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
Spaghetti in Tomato Sauce — 
ae rend Sticks Broiled Cheese-stuffed Wieners 
Tossed Salad Creamed Potatoes Spinach | 
Fresh Fruit Vanilla Blancmang: 
Cookies ss Tart Red Jelly 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
Picnic Supper i oa 
Egg and Onion Sandwiches Boiled Tongue Raisin Sauce | 
Headcheese Sandwiches Parsley Potatoes | 
Whole Tomatoes Pickles Savory Green Beans | 
Fruit Cupcakes Coconut Cream Pie j 
Bottled Beverages Coffee Tea 
cxusiataiinisianzenaieaiisne ai iiteat ee 
Chicken Noodle Soup a Beef with 
Vegetable Salad Plate arrots and Onions 
Hard Rolls Browned Potatoes 
Cherry Tarts Mixed Pickles 
Tea : Cocoa ~ Baked Custard : 
irr ae Se Coffee Tea 
Baked Stuffed Potatoes Cold Sliced Tongue 
use minced leftover beef) Hot Buttered Rice 
Creamed Peas. Cabbage and Carrot Slaw 
Fresh Berries and Cream Chocolate Cupcakes | 
Cookies Marshmallow Sauce 
Tea ___Cocoa__ Coffee Tea 
Creamed Fresh Asparagus and Grilled Sausages 
Hard-cooked Eggs on Toast Milk Gravy 
Celery Sticks Mashed Potatoes Beet Greens 
Chilled Melon Strawberry Jelly Whip 
Tea Cocoa 


Coffee Tea 





Corn Soup 


Cottage Cheese Stuffed Hamburger-in-a-bun 


Tomatoes Home Fried Potatses 
Green Salad Bowl Harvard Beets 
Lemon Jelly Roll Rhubarb Tapioca 


Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 


Stuffed Baked Potatoes 
(with cheese ) 
Green Peas with Diced Onion 
Baked New Carrots 
Raspberry Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 


Fish and Chips 
Cucumbers in Sour Cream 
Brown Bread 
Chocolate Rennet Dessert 

Tea Cocoa 


Baked Beef Heart 


Creamed Corn and Wieners 


| Green Onions Radishes Scalloped Potatoes 
Caramel Cottage Pudding _ Boiled Shredded Cabbage 
Iced Tea or Chocolate Milk Fruit Cup Cookies | 


Coffee Tea 
Jell ied Consommé 
Rolled Roast of Beef 
Horse-radish 


Cold Sliced Heart 
Potato Salad Sliced Tomatoes 
Sweet Cherries in Melon Ring 





. Browned Potatoes Spinach | 
Os; me cies 2 : | 
Tea en aa Maple Walnut Ice Cream 
‘ E Coffee Tea 


: laape tite Maid Julienne Vegetable Soup 
maw Yeamatts Saaee Cold Roast Bee! 


Toasted Cheese Sandwiches 











Tea Cookies Cocoa 





Minced Beef Patties » 





Oven-baked Beans Brown Gravy 
Vegetable Salad Riced Potatoes 
Fresh Cherries Ginger Carrots 
Svonge Drops (leftover) Caramel Rennet Des 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Te ; 
Clear Tomato Soup ee © oe i oad ye 
Cottage Cheese Salad Fried een 
on Shredded Lettuce eee 
Cuc wet Sandwiches eel Raspberries and im 
srape Whip a : ri 
E ruit Punch Coffee a 
Potato Cakes Lamb Stew 
Geltes Tomatoes Some — 
1d Sale ree "as j 
Floatir oi : a G : sberry Tarts 
loating Island Pudding , soos y - 
Tea Cocoa Coffee sy re é 
+s en ee ~ Boiled Brisket 
Scrambled Eggs on Toast Ketchup 


Siicea Cucumbers and Onions | Mashed Potatoes 
Individual Blackberry Shredded Green Cabba 
Shortcakes Creamy Rice ree 





Tea Cocoa Coffee ei 


me cmApeNe RT S28 
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DINNER 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
























BREAKFAST 
.  aoamaauals en eas 
: ED | Macasors one Cheese Vegetable Soup 
Cereal with Blackberries SE areal Cold Sliced Brisket 
| Toast jelly Thomeet island Dressing French Fried Potatoes 
Coffee Tea — Chocol tee oot i | 
Ss nocolate Cornstarch Pudding 
| Tea Cocoa Coffe T 
ae pe Ns bienilipaaor’ ea _ ae Tea | 
HU | ee one @ foe 
Mixed Vena Juices Cre am ot Cee 6 Shepherd's Pie 
3 | Toast Jam 2 (Berries, Pears, Cherries ) | ae yo ; Cc Coleslaw | 
f | Coffee Tea — Biscuit Pinwheels | Coffee verry ne | 
|. ee aeeee ae e Cocoa 7 r | 
iE RI | : Clam Chowder Ke Ne de ac Sen es 
Sliced Oranges Fried Egg Sandwich Broiled Fresh Mackerel 
6D | Cereal Carrot Sticks Celery Curls Mashed Potatoes 
a Toast, “sity Stewed Prunes B Spinach 
a | ‘offee ea Cookies _ Boston Cream Pie 
| Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
A} A l | Grapefruit Juice Sliced Fresh Bologna Heart Chop Suey 
| Creamed Fish Potato Saiac Fluffy Rice 
) | _ (from Friday ) _ Mustard Pickle Greet Salad 
| Brown Toast i Jelly Strawberry Ice Cream Chilled Melon 
ult Coffee Tea lea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
‘6 Corn and Green “Pepper _ SE we LSI AES Fi 
Veal Cutlets Baked in Cream 





Casserole 
Sliced Tomato Salad 
Creamy Tapioca 
with Fresh Berries 
Tea Cocoa 


ee Creamed I lard-Cooked 


Mashed Potatoes 
Fried Vegetable Marrow | 
Cherry Pie | 
Coffee Tea 
Beef and Liver L val 
Horse-radish Chile Sauce | 


sl N | Prune Juice with Sliced Lemon 
Branflake W affles 


°) /E\ Syrup 
hat Coffee Tea 
| I 


Dr 
| 
| MON Tomato Juice Eggs and Peas on Toast 
: 6 ~~ | Cereal ; Tossed Salad Boiled New Potatoes | 
) Toast. Marmalade _Green Applesauce Parsley Carrots | 
oD.) Coffee Cocoa Cinnamon Doughnuts Caramel Nut Pudding 
ose E Tea Cocoa Coffee fea 
Cold Liver Loat 


Home Fried Potatoes 
Rings 


ee 
) 
1 L kK | Fresh Blueberries 


6 | Cereal 
) | ‘Toast Honey 
| Coffee Tea 


Tomato Soup 
Lettuce Salad in Lime Jelly Green Peas and Onion 
Cheese Baked Custard | 


Tea Biscuits 
Jam. Black Currant Sauce 
Tea Cocoa Cue = Tea__| 
| Ca ada's fi est, tomatoes are 

















a 
tl S.C aia i a anaes 
+ | Ramekin of 
W ED Mixed Fruit Juices Noodles in Mushroom Braised Oxtails 
6 Cereal : =e Squee a 
Toast Jam acon Curls sreen Beans 
‘Coffee Tea Fruit Salad Cookies _ Cotfee Souftlé — | 
Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea : | 
ae {Picnic Supper) ie Broiled Kidneys. | ako omen UO at er Bon eee 
—- HL * ——Qrange yates" al CG Stui.ed Spareribs Mustard Pickle | S$ 1 TI } mM ‘ 
Cereal or Jellied Pork Hocks | Creamed Potatoes 
° Toast Marmalade Celery __ Green Onions Carrot and Cabbage Slaw 
Coffee Tea ont eens ee oa «(| Over 25 years have been spent by the Aylmer Seed 
se | severe ttled Beverage __ | _—~")able Pia —— | F developing tomatoes best suited to Canada’s soil 
; eee ae Vegetable Plate | arm eve oping : rn : 
FRI | Cereal with Raline Cream of Soe gad (Parsley Potatoes. Baked | and climate. And millions of seedlings are supplied to 
InAC a = 7 ~ S ~ . c ash, sets, { z 
Poser Gomseree Sentine Sele ‘and el SuCreamed Cat rots) Canadian growers to produce specially flavorfu 
oe Fresh Cherry Ror, tomatoes for Aylmer! That's why everyone 
. ” 
os says: “Aylmer sure knows its tomatoes! 





® ? Toast 0 
—— ous Tea a Coffee 
ae nent alent 2 oy : 
ffle Swiss Steak 


Cheese Sou 
Boiled Potatoes 





‘ al 
SAT Tomato I - Lettuce Salad 
> Toast Jam Apple Compote | Carrots, Onions and Peas | 
Ce flee Tea Coconut Layer Cake | Orange Tapioca Cream 
oD) ae Tea Cocoa Coffee Tea 
7 Creamed Chipped Beef is ee | 
SUN Stewed Figs | on Toast Grilled Lamb Chops | 
~~ Cereal | Grapefruit and Green | Scalloped Potatoes 
¢ Pancakes Syrup Pepper Salad Broiled Tomatoes 
| Coffee Tea Layer Cake (leftover ) Raspberry Shortcake | 
e . | Tea Cocoa Coffee fea 
een oS anne 


, ee 


cup strong tea over 1 


seer tan 


ch Bowl = Pour 1% 
d. Add 34 cu 


Chill. Pour over large 


and 1 pint 


vummer Pun 
\p sugar and stir until dissolve P strained orange 


emon juice. 
Canodion Conners Ud. 


and 14 cup strained | 
Hamilton, Canada 


owl and add 1 ¥ 


iice 
yint ginger ale 


jieces of ice in punch b 
parkling water. Garnish with lemon slices and whole cloves. 


‘lakes 11 quarts. 
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"TABLE-READY MEATS | 


BY BRENDA YORK 











@ ASK FOR THEM 
. BY NAME... 


1. Maple Leaf 
Bologna 





2. Maple Leaf 
Chicken- 
Style 
Loaf 


= Maple Leaf 
Macaroni and 
Cheese 





Here’s taste-tempting 


“Variety-unlimited” 4. Maple Leaf 


for summer entertaining! Delicia Loaf 
Ask for Maple Leaf meats 

by name, sliced, ready 

5. Maple Leaf 


to eat at party. picnic 
: Hostess Loaf 


or just plain lunch. 


~ 


PACKERS 


* 





Leewe 


Office Cooks Take (wer 


Continued from page | 


Salmon Loaf Mayonnaise 


1 pound canned salmon 

2 eggs, slightly beaten 

2 cups fine cracker crumbs 
|. teaspoon pepper 

1 tablespoon finely chopped 


onion 
1 can condensed mushroom soup 
METHOD: Remove skin and bones 


and flake salmon. Strain liquor from 
can and add to the fish. Add remaining 
ingredients and mix well. Form into 
fish-shaped !oaf on greased baking sheet. 
Bake in a moderate oven (350 degrees 
F.) for about 30 minutes. Chill. Serve 
cold, garnished with mayonnaise forced 
through a pastry tube, in a criss-cross 
pattern; use a slice of stuffed olive to 
represent the eye. Makes six to eight 
servings. 

(Approved by Chatelaine Institute) 


Mock Angel Cake 


2¢ cup milk 
114 cups twice-sifted cake flour 
‘4 cup fine granulated sugar 
3 teaspoons baking powder 
14 teaspoon salt 
see 
14 teaspoon cream of tartar 
4 cup of fine granulated sugar 
1 teaspoon vanilla 


PREPARATION: Preheat oven to 350 
degrees F. Scald milk. Sift flour twice, 
then measure, put in sifter, add 1% cup 
of sugar, baking powder and salt. Sift 
together six times. 


METHOD: Beat egg whites until 
foamy. Add cream of tartar, continue 
to beat until stiff but not dry. Gradually 
add remaining % cup sugar, beating in 
thoroughiy. Pour hot milk into mixing 
and add vanilla. Sift in dry 
ingredients and beat together with a fork 
just until blended. Fold in egg whites 
with spoon. Pour into ungreased eight- 
inch tube pan. Bake for 40 minutes 
at 350 degrees F. Invert on cake rack 
for one hour, then loosen from tin. 
Note: Reserve egg yolks for raspberry 
custard used in Raspberry Angel Food 
Dessert. 

(Approved by Chatelaine Institute) 


bowl 


Raspberry Angeli Food 
Dessert 


3 egg yolks 

lg cup sugar 

lg teaspoon salt 

1 tablespoon unstrained lemon 
juice 

114 cups crushed raspberries and 
juice 

2 teaspoons gelatine 

1g cup cold water 

1 angel cake — (baked in eight- 
inch tube pan) 


METHOD: 


double boiler. Stir in S 


ugar, salt, lemon 
juice and crushed berries and juice. 
Place over boiling water and cook, 
stirring constantly, until the custard 
coats a spoon (about 10 minutes). Re- 
move from heat, add gelatine softened 
in the cold water and stir until dissolved. 
Allow mixture to cool. 
nine-inch tube pan. 


Lightly oil a 
Cut or tear the 
angel cake into small servings (8 or 10 
pieces) and place in the tube pan, the 


METHOD: Dissolve jelly powder in 


Beat egg yolks in top of 





servings slightly apart and against ; 
outer edge of the pan. 

When custard is consistency of tl 
cream and beginning to stiffen, beat w:: 
rotary beater until light and foan 
Pour the whipped custard around + 
servings of angel cake, being sure it g: 
into all the crevices. 

Chill for at least 2 hours. Unmold a: 
serve garnished with whipped crean 
whole berries and mint leaves. Mak: 
8 to 10 servings. 

Note: For Orange Angel Food Desse;: 


7433 scr " ' 
substitute 1 teaspoon grated orange rind 
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and 34 cup orange juice for the crushed 


SRS VE RTM MED ws 


raspberries and juice. 
(Approved by Chatelaine Institute) 


Jellied Summer Salad 


1 package lime jelly powder 

11% cups boiling water 

l4 cup cold water 

1 tablespoon lemon juice 

2 tablespoons vinegar 

l4 teaspoon salt 

2 cups mixed greens (shredded 
lettuce, sliced radishes, diced 
celery, diced cucumber) 

1 large tomato, cubed 

1 small onion, thinly sliced 

14 cup quartered California 
grapes 

2 slices cooked bacon, diced 

1 banana 


boiling water. Add cold water, lemon 
juice, vinegar and salt. Chili until 
partially jellied. Fold in mixed greens, 
cubed tomato, onion slices, grapes and 
diced cooked bacon. Mix well. Turn 
into glass bowl and garnish the top of 
the jelly with banana slices, pushing the 
slices down with a fork until they are 
just covered with clear jelly. Chill until 
firm. Serve with a tart boiled dressing 
mixed with an equal quantity of 
whipped cream. Makes six servings. 
(Approved by Chatelaine Institute) 


Artist's Palette Salad 


8 medium potatoes 

2 tablespoons cider vinegar 
6 tablespoons salad oil 
chives 

salt and pepper 

parsley or mint 

6 celery stalks and tops 

1 carrot 

6 small tomatoes 

6 hard-cooked eggs 


METHOD: Peel and cube potatoes. 
Cook in rapidly boiling water to cove! 
for 3 to 5 minutes or until tender. 
Spread on a tray to cool quickly. Rol 
cold potato cubes in chopped parsley 
(or mint) and chives. Salt and peppe: 
to taste. Toss with mixed oil an 
vinegar; chill in refrigerator. Trin 
celery stalks (reserving leaves) and slas! 
the ends to resemble brushes; chill 
ice water. Cut very thin slices of carrot, 
roll up each slice and fasten with 
toothpick; chill in ice water. Cu 
tomatoes in wedges; slice eggs. 
Mound potato salad in a lettuce cup, 
remove toothpicks from carrot curls an 
place on celery leaves. Arrange, wit! 
tomato wedges and egg slices, on palet! 
plate to suggest artist’s colors. Pla 
two celery “brushes” in each thumb-ho! 
of palette. 
Note: French dressing or mayonnais 
may be substituted for oil and vinega 
if desired. Makes six servings. 
(Approved by Chatelaine Institute) + 
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Wild Raspberry Jam 


Wild berries and a new method of 
cooking combine to make a not-too-seedy 
and a delicious raspberry jam. 


5 cups raspberries 

4 cup water 

5 cups raspberries mashed 
7 cups sugar 

4g cup lemon juice 


METHOD: Cook the 5 cups berries 
with the 4% cup water slowly, for 10 
minutes, stirring occasionally. Press 
through sieve to remove seeds. Measure 
(should be 2 cups juice and pulp). Add 
to 5 cups mashed berries. Add sugar. 
Bring to boil and cook for 12 minutes 
or until jelly test is obtained. Add lemon 
juice. Bring to boil. Remove from 
stove. Let stand for a few minutes and 
stir to distribute fruit. Pour into steri- 
lized jars, cover with paraffin wax. 
When cool add another coating of 
melted wax, and cover. 

Yield: 7 jars (6-ounce). 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute 


Vegetable Marrow Jam 


The nip of ginger gives an appealing 
Oricntal piquancy. Perfect with chicken. 


3 cups prepared vegetable 
marrow 

4 cup water 

7% cups sugar 

3 teaspoons powdered ginger 

3 tablespoons chopped preserved 
ginger 

Juice of 1 lemon 

1 bottle liquid pectin 


METHOD: Peel a large marrow, 
discarding skin, seeds and pithy portion 
around the seeds. 

Cut 2 pounds into small pieces, cover 
with water and let stand overnight. Pour 
off water and chop marrow very fine. 
Add the 4 cup water and simmer cov- 
ered for 20 minutes. 

Measure sugar, 3 cups prepared mar- 
row, lemon juice, powdered and pre- 
served ginger into large kettle. 

Mix well and bring to a full rolling 
boil over hottest fire. Stir constantly 
before and while boiling. 

Boil hard for 2 minutes. 

Remove from fire and stir in pectin. 

Let stand for 5 minutes to cool 
slightly. Pour into hot sterilized jars. 

Paraffin at once and cover when cool, 
Yield: About 13 six-ounce glasses. 
Approved by Chatelaine Institute 
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Cresh Mint Jelly 


The flavor and aroma of fresh mint 
preserved for a midwinter appearance 
with lamb or stuffed pears. 


1 cup mint leaves and stems, 
packed 

11% cups water 

4 cup cider vinegar 

314 cups.(1lé peunds).sugat--~. 

green coloring 

V4 bottle liquid pectin 


METHOD: Put mint leaves and stems 
in kettle. Press with wooden potato 
masher. Add water. Bring to a boil 
and simmer for 5 minutes. Strain out 
leaves. There should be 1 cup liquid 
left. To mint liquid add vinegar and 
sugar. Bring to a boil. While mixture 
is coming to boil add a few drops green 
vegetable coloring to give the desired 
shade. As soon as mixture boils add 
liquid pectin, stirring constantly. Bring 
to a full rolling boil and boil hard 4% 
minute. Remove from the fire and 
skim. Pour into hot sterilized jelly 
glasses. Cover with melted paraffin at 
once. Let stand until cool. Cover and 
store in cool, dry place. 

Yield: 5  six-ounce glasses. 

Approved by Chatelaine Insti:ute 


Elderberry Jelbky 


Use this novel jelly with its old-fash- 
ioned tang in tiny tarts, turnovers or on 
your morning slice of toast. 


3 cups (1144 pounds) prepared 
juice 

4 cups (134 pounds) sugar 

1 box commercial pectin crystals 


METHOD: Remove larger stems from 
three pounds fully ripe elderberries; 
place in kettle and crush. Heat gently 
until juice starts to flow, then simmer 
15 minutes, Place in jelly cloth and 
squeeze out juice. Place kettle con- 
taining juice over strongest possible 
direct heat. Add pectin crystals, mix 
well and bring to a boil, stirring con- 
stantly with wooden spoon. As soon 
as mixture boils hard, pour in sugar, 
stirring constantly. Continue stirring 
and bring to a full rolling boil, then boil 
l4 minute by the clock. Remove from 
heat, skim rapidly with metal spoon and 
pour at once into hot sterilized glasses. 
Cover jelly at once with \% inch paraffin. 
When cool cover with metal lids. 


‘ Yield: About 7 six-ounce jars. 


Approved by Chatelaine Institute 































































“TIPSY PARSON” is the amusing name 


Chatelaine, July, 1949 — 49 


BRENDA YORK’S 
COLUMN 


Your Recipe May Win $100 


A PRIZE FOR EVERY FAMILY 


HELLO NEIGHBOURS: It was an early holiday for “Himself” and 
our “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter this year. A motor trip in 
ay to lovely Virginia—stately Colonial homes; beautiful moun- 
tain views; Skyline Caverns; historic Williamsburg; ocean bathing— 
all will linger long in memory. I wish you could have shared it 
with us—just as I would now like to join July holidayers—hammock- 
lazing “in the shade of the old apple tree” or relaxing in a deck chair 
on the beach—ah! that’s the life! 
To me, new recipes are as thrilling as a new hat. So just picture my 
pleasure when it’s contest time, and there’s an array of your good 
things to eat spread out to be sampled and judged. Such excitement 
when a winner is chosen and [ am able to tell one of the “neighbours” 
that her recipe has won the $100.00 ag This month, for the April 


TendersweeT Ham contest, I send along 


BEST WISHES AND HEARTY CONGRATULATIONS TO: 


Mrs. Eileen Jackson, 12 Appledore Place, St. John’s, 
Newfoundland, 


for a recipe that I believe every woman who cooks will want to add 
to her mealtime repertoire. Here’s how Mrs. Jackson makes: 


TENDERSWEET HAM WITH RAREBIT SAUCE 


6 half slices cooked “Maple Leaf” 1% teaspoon Worcestershire Sauee 
TendersweeT Ham, \% inch ¥ cup grated “Maple Leaf” 
thick (or leftover pieces) Cheese 

2 tablespoons Margene 1 pound fresh asparagus (or 

2 tablespoons flour ene package “ York” 

1 cup milk Frosted Asparagus) 


one nce OLE 22.0. PRODDOT £5 £08k Rrcereeeee 4 5 VCR GENER NORA tem mC Bt a ace 


Brown the ham lightly on both sides. Melt the Margene in the top of 
double boiler. Blend in the flour. Add the milk very gradually, stirring until 
the sauce is smooth and thick. Add salt and pepper to taste, then the 
grated cheese, stirring until itis melted. Cook the asparagus in boiling, salted 
water until tender; and drain. 

First place the ham on slices of toast, then asparagus stalks, and top with 
cheese sauce. For an outdoor pick-up supper, substitute toasted buns for 
toasted bread. Six servings. 


THIS MONTH, THERE’S TO BE ANOTHER $100.00 PRIZE 
for the best recipe or way of serving those oh-so-good 


“MAPLE LEAF” WIENERS 


Ever tasted “Maple Leaf” Wieners split, stuffed with “Maple Leaf” 
Canadian Cheese, and slipped under the broiler until the cheese is 

olden-brown—or split and lightly sprinkled with dry mustard, 

lled with green nidile relish and given the same treatment? They’re 
mouth-watering! Quite likely you have several such tricks up your 
sleeve, and I’d like to hear about them. Won’t you write i oe 
me your favourite “ Maple Leaf” Wiener dish? Remember, there’s a 
$100.00 cheque for the one the judges select as “best”. Maybe your 
idea will win! 


CONSOLATION PRIZES, TOO! In exchange for your letter, Canada 
Packers will send you a voucher which may be exchanged FREE 
at your grocer’s or butcher’s for one pound of “Maple Leaf” Wieners 
(cello-wrapped). (Limited to ONE veucher per family). 


WE STIPULATE that all letters become our property and cannot 
be returned. Send as many —— as you wish to compeie for the 
First Prize, but we promise only ONE voucher per fanaa. No 
labels required. Should the recipe chosen for First Prize be dupli- 
cated by another entry, the $100.00 will be awarded to the first one 


received. 
CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the First Prize, as well as the Free 
Voucher, your letter must be postmarked on or before midnight, 
July 31st., 1949. Winner of the First Prize will be since in 
my October magazine column. It could be YOU! 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 


“Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, ¢/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue West, Toronto, Canadz. 


Have you tried this... 




















SMASH HIT for Summer supper is par- 
boiled, drained green peppers stuffed with a 


given for a s2mmertime dessert. Dip cubes 
of leftover cake in sherry, or fruit juice, place 
in sherbet glasses and top with lightly- 
mashed fresh strawberries and ice cream or 
whipped cream. 


QUICK TRICK: Want more fun in the sun 
at the cottage? Here’s what I do— just 
phone the grocer and order an assorted case 
of York Brand Canned Meats (Klik, 
Spiced Beef, Stew, Sausages). Quick and 
delicious too! 


mixture of ground beef, cornflakes, minced 
onion, kernel corn and beaten egg. Pour 1 
can condensed tomato soup into a casserole, 
and in this place the peppers. Bake at 
375°F. for 30 minutes. Serve topped with 
sauce in casserole, 


FLUFF STUFF is lime jelly (not quite set) 
beaten together with a frosty brick of vanilla 
ice cream and then chilled, thoroughly. 
Served with fresh-baked cookies? Definitely! 





























“Having a wonderful timc-—wish you were here.” If July brings 

me a card with this message, I'll arrive by the first conveyance! 

July is a wonderful holiday month—but wherever you are enjoying 

it, won’t you remember that I’m looking forward to receiving your 

recipes for “Maple Leaf” Wieners? Come out of the water, and post 
our letter before midnight, July 31st. 
dave fun! 


Your “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter ones 
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NEW Marsa214 


RUBBER FRUIT JAR RINGS 


Tests have shown that 
these fruit jars rings 
are the highest quality 
—the best ever pro- 
duced by Viceroy. 
They are made from 
natural rubber. 


baad SRE Oe 
a 


NEW JAR RINGS EACH SEASON 


UPPER CANADA COLLEGE 


TORONTO, CANADA 


A Residential and Day School 
for Boys, aged 7 - 18 


feabee and Senior Matriculation: Games for all boys: 
ireproof Residences: Well equipped classrooms: Modern 
Gymnasium: Swimming Pool. Examinations for scholar- 
ships and bursaries are written in April each year. Autumn 
Term opens Wednesday, September 14th. For Prospectus 
apply to: . 









W. G. Bassett, Ph.D., Acting Principal 





—— a 
For Your Salad Dressings and Mayonnaise 


Let the magic of Mustard from England, give 
a zippy, tangy tastiness to your Salad Dressings 
and Mayonnaise. Their extra deliciousness will 
thrill the whole family. 


Write to Reckitt & Colman (Canada) Limited, 
Station T, Montreal, P.Q., for free copy of our 
recipe book “Culinary Art”. 

137C 


KEENS~COLMANS 


D.S.F. 


MUSTARD 


FROM ENGLAND 
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Take a Tip 


from the Institute 


A savory salad base is the latest in 
packaged jelly powders. Use it with 
cooked vegetables and meats or with 
raw vegetables. You'll find it a time- 
saver and an excellent way of using left- 


Vanquish flies this year by attacking 
them at the most strategic points. Store 
garbage in clean, tightly covered garbage 
pails. Hose the inside of pails frequently 
and follow with a disinfectant rinse. 
Spray and frames of both 
windows and doors with a DDT solu- 
tion. Better still, apply the solution with 
a paintbrush, and repeat once or twice 
during the season. If you haven't 
adequate refrigeration, buy small quan- 


screens 


them, well covered, tn a cool place. 


i 


with coconut more frequently now with 
the knowledge that the coconut you use 
will always be fresh. 


Another use for aluminum foil! 
wrap it around your pound of butter 
and the butter will keep fresh longer. 
Good for wrapping cut onions, too, 
before putting into the refrigerator. 


Mix your jellied desserts or salads 
in a pitcher instead of a bowl. Then 
you can pour the liquid jelly into your 
molds with no trouble at all. 


A party punch bowl that’s novel and 
| practical is made of ice. It holds about 
three quarts of punch and lasts for an 
afternoon under most conditions. De- 
signs of real or plastic flowers may be 
imbedded in the ice while it is freezing. 





I'he ice bow! is set in a shallow pan, then 
on a wooden base. You can order a bow! 
from most ice dealers 
several days’ notice. 


be sure to give 


| Freshen the veil that got caught in a 
| summer shower by pressing it under a 
| piece of waxed paper. Or, if you're 
| using your steam iron, press the veil 
between two pieces of white tissue paper. 
| 
| 
| 


A safe double bleach for grass 
stains, fruit stains and scorch is made by 
dissolving 1 teaspoon sodium perborate 
in a small bottle of hydrogen peroxide. 
(You can get both these ingredients at 
the corner druggist’s.) Use at once, how- 
ever, as the mixture loses strength 
quickly. Apply the liquid to the stain 
with a medicine dropper or glass rod. Or 
sponge the spot with it. Leave on just 
long enough to fade the stain, then rinse 
out thoroughly with plenty of water. 
Good only for washables; test colored 
clothes with a drop of the solution in an 
inconspicuous spot before using on the 

| stain. 








Canned moist coconut is back | 
agin V0) LQ. BOREL AVA bleed Bit mee 


~ . | 
coconut layer cake and fruit cups topped 





| 





overs in a fashion the family will enjoy. | 





Sean age 


tities of fruits and vegetables and keep 


(salad 


dressings 





this One 
/ 


Fresh lemon juice works magic in 
bringing out the garden freshness of 
greens, vegetables and fruits. You'll 
like these dressings, too, because 
they're so easy. Start using them in 
your salads now. 

etke-a basic Sankise Freeh Dressing 
by combining: 4 cup Sunkist lemon 
juice, 14 cup salad oil, 4% teaspoon 
salt, 4 teaspoon paprika, | tablespoon 
sugar or honey. Vary for different types’ 
of salads as follows: 


1. For Combination Vegetable 
Salads. Use dressing plain or add 
l6 tsp. paprika, 44 tsp. celery 
seed, 44 tsp. mustard seed. 


2. For Green Salads and Quartered 
Firm Head Lettuce. Add 2 rounded 
tbhsps. crumbled Roquefort or Bleu 
Cheese. Mix thoroughly. 


3. For Fruit Salads. Add 114 thsps; 
red jelly and 1 tbsp. sieved cream 
cheese. (Whenever you use apple, 
banana, or avocado slices in a 
salad, a quick dip in lemon juice 
will keep them from darkening.) 


For Fish Salads. Add 2 tbhsps. each 
finely cut watercress and cucum- 
ber. Marinate fish in basic French 
dressing until well seasoned before 
serving. 





5. For Grange, Pear, Banana Salad; 
Add 1 tbsp. each finely cut mint 
leaves and maraschino cherries. 


6. For Waldorf or Mixed Fruit Salads. 
Add \% cup finely chopped 
almonds or walnuts. 





. For Orange Ambrosia Salad. 
Add \% cup toasted coconut, 
crumbed. 





For scores of wonderful new recipes and 
ideas that make good foods better and 
housekeeping easier — send for that famous 
Sunkist Lemon Recipe Book. Free. Just 
write to Sunkist, 
Sec. 5507, 
> Box 39, Toronto, 
wt Ontario, 
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FRESH BLUEBERRIES are here again! 


morning, noon and night—by the bowlful with cream and sugar, 


a 


f 
4 


A, . 
KUMI 9 


Better Blueherry Desserts 


You can eat them 


over your breakfast cereal or in a variety of cooked desserts. 


Try a juicy blueberry pie, for example, thickened to the 
right consistency with tapioca and spiked with lemon juice. Or 


serve a crackle pudding with blueberries in the batter and a 


crunchy, sugary crust. 


Blueberry Crackle Cake 


A pudding to please everyone—with 
cooked blueberries inside and fresh ones 
as a garnish. 


1 pint (2 cups) fresh blueberries 
2\% cups sifted pastry flour 

4 teaspoons baking powder 

l4 teaspoon salt 

4 teaspoon nutmeg 

l4 cup shortening 

1 cup granulated sugar 

1 egg beaten 

114% cups milk 

2 teaspoons butter 


METHOD: Wash and drain blue- 
berries. Grease deep baking dish (1%- 
quart capacity). Measure sifted flour 
into sifter, add baking powder, salt and 
nutmeg. Sift together into bowl and 
add 1 cup of the prepared blueberries. 
Cream shortening until fluffy and gradu- 
ally add sugar, reserving 2 tablespoons 
of the sugar for topping. Add beaten 
egg and beat well. Add dry ingredients 
alternately with milk. Turn into pre- 
pared baking dish. Sprinkle top with 
the reserved 2 tablespoons sugar and 
det over with small pieces of butter. 
This forms a crackly top. 

Bake at 375 degrees F. for about 35 
minutes. Serve warm garnished with re- 


maining blueberries and whipped cream. 
Yield: 8 servings. 
Approved by Chatelaine Institute 


Blueberry Pie 
A special rolled edge seals all the dark 
rich goodness into this delicious “‘ favorite” 
pie. 
2% to 3 cups blueberries, washed 
and drained 
114 tablespoons quick-cooking 
tapioca 
l4 cup granulated sugar 
l4 teaspoon nutmeg 
lg teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon lemon juice 
1 teaspoon butter 


METHOD: Line an 8-inch pie plate 
with pastry and fill with the blueberries. 
Mix tapioca, sugar, nutmeg, salt and 
lemon juice together. Sprinkle over the 
berries. Dot with butter. Roll upper 
crust 1 inch larger than the pie plate, 
fold in half, and make three %-inch 
slits in the centre. Place on top of filled 
crust and unfold. Turn edge of upper 
crust under lower crust and press edges 
with fork dipped in flour. Brush top 
with milk. Bake in a very hot oven 
(425 degrees F.) for 20 minutes, -then 
reduce heat to 350 degrees F. for 20 
minutes. 
Approved by Chatelaine Institute 
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Make JAMSand JELLIES like an Lyoert 
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EVEN BEGINNERS make jam and jelly like experts 
with the help of Certo Fruit Pectin or “Certo” Crystals. 
It’s the efficient and natural way . .. because both Certo 
and “Certo” Crystals are nothing but fruit pectin — the 
natural substance in fruit that makes jams “jam” and 
jellies “jell”, extracted and concentrated for easier, 
quicker, BETTER jam and jelly-making. 


It doesn’t matter whether you choose the liquid or 
the handy crystals. Both end guesswork and tedious 
long-boiling. Both give SURE results if you follow in- 
structions exactly. 


SAVE TIME and WORK 

Just a ONE MINUTE full rolling boil for jams — a 
HALF-MINUTE for jellies. That’s all you need with 
Certo or “Certo” crystals. It’s so quick and easy. 


INCREASED YIELD 


Since very little juice has time to boil away, you get 
an average yield of 50% more jam or jelly from the same 
amount of fruit. 


FRESH-FRUIT TASTE ... COLOUR For 
Cooking time is so short it does not spoil the fresh- 

fruit taste or dull the iovely natural colour. They stay 

right in your jam or jelly. 


JAMS AND JELLIES TURN OUT RIGHT 


Follow exactly the kitchen-tested recipes you get 
under the label of every bottle of Certo or in every 
package of “Certo” Crystals and you'll 
have no failures. You’ll always make deli- 
cious, sparkling jams and jellies. ! ‘ 
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LOOK FOR 
TESTED RECIPES 
UNDER 
THE LABEL 





LOOK FOR 
TESTED RECIPES 
INSIDE 
THE PACKAGE 
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GAS RANGES 


This streamlined Deluxe model is the last word in beauty 
and efficiency. You'll have more leisure too, thanks to 
Gurney's new labour-saving features. 


GURNEY FEATURES 


* Full size bake oven, with %* Utility compartment for extra 
automatic control. pots and pans. 


* 4 two-speed top burners %* Lamp, minute-minder and 
{simmer and full fame). condiment jars for added 
%* Roomy warming vven. convenience. 


* Gleaming white porcelain 
enamel finish. 


* A low broiler for steaks, 
fish or stuffed vegetables. 


For .over one hundred years Canadian housewives have 
voted Gurney Ranges their first choice. Make a seal 
Deluxe Gas Range first choice for your kitchen ae 


THE GURNEY FOUNDRY COMPANY 
LIMITED 


MONTREAL - WINNIPEG - 


a a 


TORONTO - VANCOUVER 


| 


COAL AND WOOD RANGES 


Modern streamlined design gives the 
Gurney Coal and Wood Range out- 
standing beauty and distinction that 
complements any kitchen... and there 
are features that make cooking more 
easy and pleasant. 
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Afternoon of a Fawn 


Continued from page > 


blood within her body. I am Enid 
Sylvester Porter. I am 17 years old and 
hae Sumeentel 
I have just-graduated from Jeremian 


and tomorrow 


Blake High School... . 
is the first day of summer .. . 
She snapped the 
Slowly, very slowly, she walked toward 
the white picket fence that enclosed her 
home. The roses that had been taught 
to climb against the trellis seemed damp 
with exhaustion. They pouted in the 
heat, their velvet mouths opened for air; 
as though, imprisoned here, they 
dreamed of freer skies somewhere and 
cooler earth. “Hot,” she thought, 
nibbling at a rose petal. “It’s going to 
be hot this summer.” And suddenly she 
didn’t want to enter the house, it was as 
though she couldn’t bear to enter a 
house just now. She looked at the 
houses on her block and they were a 
row of cages: white and brown and grey 
and yellow cages, 
each with its run- 
way of green grass 
around it, where the 
trapped might 
tamely browse. 


With a sigh she 


compact — shut. 


nuished ber pale persuasions 

hee arene, Oi ene four @s i arwewe 24 
| . . v onspired 
brown hair away i P 
from her forehead 


and opened the 
front door. 


sions. 
THE HOUSE was 
cave-cool, cave-dim (She might 
after the outdoor nay Heew 
: To love 
sunlight. In the woh. 


living room the 
shades were drawn; 
the smell of furni- 
ture polish domesti- 
cated the room and 
subdued the frag- 
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The Passers-by 


By HAROLD APPLEBAUM 


Too little warmth, 
“to keep them 
Prisoners of habit and the fear of 


moral dangers 
Lurking in such unrehearsed occa- 


have opened like a 
the sun of his peculiar 
And his tight core of bitterness un- 


To new potentials and a double 


Poor innocents, poor pilgrims to the 


good-by for the last time to a friend or 
acquaintance or former pupil, 

He still were the stiffly starched shir 
and detached collar, old-fashioned in 
cut, that he had worn when he was 
principal of Jeremiah Blake High 
Schoc’ but as.a concession to an old 
man’s bones he wore, even in the heat 
of this afternoon, that uniform of the 
a grey coat-sweater, buttoned 
His own tea steamed 
hotly beside his hand. But neither hot 
tea nor summer solstice would ever 
warm his bones properly again, he 
would say at least once as he drank it. 
Nothing could ever heat his bones again; 
no, not even old King David’s remedy, 
he would say, slyly savoring the words, 
his voice not even then losing its 
academic twang. 

“All over but the shouting,” Enid 
agreed, standing listless in the doorway. 

“Hot,” her mother murmured. Her 
comfortable plumpness seemed to billow, 
like a sigh of wind, over the flower field 
of her dress. For all her largeness she 

was neat, spry, with 
delicately turned 
ankles and a smile 
of great sweetness 
that seemed, like 
her curves, to escape 
the confines of her 
en Ody. .with..2..kigh 
free independence of 
its own. “I really 
shouldn’t have 
baked today but it 
will taste good at 
dinner time. A glass 
of iced tea, Enid?” 
The girl shook 
her head. She felt 
almost suffocated in 
this bright and shin- 
ing kitchen which 
her mother loved. 
They had bought 


this house 10 years 


old man: 
down the front. 


too many dark 


rance of red roses, 2 ago, just after 
. , , Poor slaves of equidistance, each eo gag 

captive in a silver fone eats xo Enid’s_ father  be- 

bowl. Above the A hundred friendships singing in a came chief account- 


piano’s keyboard 
piece of music was 
precisely centred, as 
a. in formal 
vitation to the dance. Looking at 


a room she felt strange rebellion. 


Her mother and grandfather were in 
the kitchen, as she had known they 
would be. Her mother sat at the dinette 
table sipping iced tea and slowly turning 
the pages of a magazine. At the far 
end of the table her grandfather read 
steadfastly through the ‘Decline and 
Fall of the Roman Empire.” Yesterday’s 
cake, covered by a damask napkin, 
rested on the pink glass cake plate. A 
pie for the evening meal cooled beside 
the screened window. It was all familiar, 
orderly, hemmed-in and staked-out by 
habit. 

“Behold. Our sweet girl graduate! 
And so your high-school days are over 
now.” Smiling, her grandfather peered 
at her through still 
pedantic though he had retired from 
teaching more than 10 years ago, his fore- 
finger retaining his place in “‘Decline and 
Fall.” He would read it methodically, 
she knew, until the paper boy threw 
the afternoon paper on the porch half 
an hour from now. Then with equal 
obsessional thoroughness he would read 
first the news of the world and then the 
news of the town; and after that he 
would read the obituaries and say 


bifocals, his tene 


moment's reach. 


But with the mind's grey manacles, 
not one, not one. 


ant of his firm. Enid | 


knew that to her 
mother this move to 
a home of their own 
had been one of the milestones against 
which she still paced out her life and 
measured its achievements. And yet 
the previous house, “the rented one,” 
had been nice enough, as Enid remem- 
bered it. Sometimes she felt mystified 
by her mother’s absorption in this 
house. Sometimes it seemed to her that 
her mother was almost literally absorbed 
by it: as though the walls of this house 
were an outer body of her mother’s, 
through which she moved as fluidly as 
within her own skin. 

Wonderingly, she pushed away the 
hair that clung damply to her forehead. 
““How you two can sit indoors on such 
a hot afternoon! Why don’t you at 
least go out on the porch?” 

Without moving her mother said, 
“*[t’s cooler in here.” 

Her grandfather quickly, almost de- 
fensively, cradled his hot tea and began 
to sip it. “Aah! But neither hot tea 
nor summer solstice will ever properly 
warm—” 

She heard him through, trying to shut 
her ears against the overfamiliar phrases. 
She looked at them with pity and won- 
dered why she had even bothered to try 
to free them from their lethargy. 

They were old, their muscles stiff- 
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Always keep 
“Vaseline” Petroleum Jelly 
handy, too, for cuts, 
bruises, scalds, 
coughs and 101 
other home 
uses. 
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MEET PEOPLE — 
MAKE MONEY ! 


If you like meeting people and need extra cash, 
then write to us today. We have just the plan 
for you . @ pleasant, dignified business 
that will turn spare time into profit. Absolutely 
no cost or obligation to you, everything is 
supplied without charge. Clip out this adver- 
tisement NOW, and mail it to — 


FIDELITY MONEYMAKERS CLUB 
Dept. MP-1, 210 Dundas Street West, 
TORONTO 2, Canada. 
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locked in habit; but she could feel her 
own blood singing within her body in 
promise that this would never never 
never happen to her no matter how old 
she became. 

Her mother asked, as though made 
restless. by. Enid’s. rest!essness, “Why 
don’t you call up Myrtle and go swim- 
ming?” 

She and Myrtle had been best friends 
all through high school. As far as she 
knew they would go on being best 
friends forever. But today she hadn’t 
walked home from school with Myrtle. 
For this one day she had wanted the 
separateness of their ways. 

She shook her head. “I just don’t 
feel like going swimming. Or seeing 
Myrtle. Or anything, much. I guess Ill 
take a bath. If there’s any hot water.” 

“It’s the letdown feeling you get when 
your high-school days are over,” her 
mother said. “And summer coming 
too. Do you remember, papa, that 
summer when I was 17? Oh dear me, 
what a worry I must have been to you 
and mama! I didn’t want this, I didn’t 
want that, | wasn’t even sure I wanted 
to enter college in the fall—” 

‘““*The doldrums: a state of listless- 
ness, ennui or tedium. A part of the 
ocean, near the equator, abounding in 
calms, squalls and light baffling winds,’ ” 
her grandfather said, looking at Enid 


quote the Bible. He glanced at the 
kitchen clock and she knew he was 
waiting for the smack of the newspaper 
against the front porch. Making a 
steeple of his fingers he continued in his 
precise, pedantic voice: “Also, although 
my friend Mr. Webster fails to elucidate 
this further point, a state of mind and 
body common to the nubile female from 
the period of—” 

‘““Now, papa,” Enid’s mother said. 

“of high-school graduation, be- 
tokened by flowers and a long white 
dress, through a transitional period of 
indefinite duration,” her grandfather 
continued as though unaware of inter- 
ruption, “frequently culminating in a 
wedding, also betokened by flowers and 
a long white dress. Therefore, if a young 
female would seek respite from the 
doldrums she must first search out a 
personable young male of her own 
species and—” 

“That’s enough, papa.” Her mother’s 
tone was placid but commanding. 


ENID COULD feel the quick tears of 
embarrassment spurting in her eyes. 
I bate bim, she thought. He’s nothing 
but an old — satyr! He was looking at 
her and laughing at her confusion. His 
faded blue eyes were filled with mischief 
and upon his lips played that wild 
sweet smile her mother possessed. For a 
moment, startlingly, the planes of his 
face seemed to dissolve and then renew 
themselves as though two faces were 
transposed one upon the other. As 
though out of the eyes of an ageing 
scholar a bold and laughing lad played 
hide-and-seek with her. Then her 
grandfather patted her shoulder and 
chuckled his old man’s chuckle that was 
hardly more than a dusty cough. “‘ Don’t 
begrudge your grandfather the momen- 
tary pleasure of teasing a very pretty 
young girl, my dear.” 

At the touch of his dry gnarled fingers 
her anger vanished. He was 75 years 
old. This last winter he had almost died. 
She bent and kissed his cheek. His skin 


‘over his bifocals. He had a habit of 
quoting the dictionary as some men 
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felt cold and dry with inner chill. I’ve ‘“Afternoon of a fawn,” her grand. 
never seen death, she thought. Nor father said, coming back from the porch 
birth. She blushed with embarrassment with the afternoon paper in his hand 
and inspecting her cool brown-and- 
whiteness. “Not that Faunus celebrated 
by Debussy, that ‘guardian of the secret 


at her own thoughts. 

“Run along and take that bath,” her 
mother said. ‘‘ You look flushed.” 

She waiked slowly up the stairs. Her lore of nature, patron c. husbandry, 
graduation dress was hanging in her hunting and herding, god of fruitful- 
closet. She lifted up the sheet that ness’: not, in other words, f-a-u-n, 
ered it and waited for excitement to Rather, that f-a-w-n whose name origi- 
begin curling up inside of her, but nally meant ‘the young one of any 
nothing happened. She thought of all beast; a buck or doe of the first year,’ 
the moments when she had stood Yet let us not forget that the yearling, 
motionless, afraid to mar the least per- like Faunus himself, is a forest creature 
fection of the fitting. She thought of all and desires to gambol through its own 
the cajolery and tears that had gone afternoon in the sun. Have a nice 
into persuading her mother to buy nylon —_ walk, my dear.” 
rather than organdie and how carefully It was almost as though he had been 
she had had to tread not to hurt her reading her mind. It was almost as 
mother’s feelings and yet make it clear though he knew that her mirror had 
that she would die rather than use the only a few minutes ago been a woodland 
lace bertha that had been on her pool. She blushed. 
mother’s graduation dress, even if it was “Now, papa, don’t tease.” Her 
back in style. She looked at it—and it mother smiled in sweet reminiscence. 
was--just-a-dress--and the graduation. -“‘It’s-a-time-we all pass through. When 
tomorrow night was just a formal event —_we’re young.” 


° 


COPD 
CU. 


and it was as though everything were Enid fled from the house, her library 
already over and done with, as faras her books under her arm. 
high-school days went. For a few But today the library was dusty dry 


moments she went on staring at the and the librarian who stamped her books 
dress, trying to whip up appropriate was a bony skeleton silently guarding 
emotions; then she gave up and went the tomb of dead books. Today there 
into the bathroom and began to run the — were no books she wanted to read; there 


hands locked behind her neck, her legs with me... 

extended with the big toes curled 

around the hot and cold water faucets) THE WHOLE world seemed unreal 

Against the shining chrome of the and she herself an unreal wraith in this 

faucets her legs repeated themselves, unreal world. It was with almost a sob 

distorted, into pink ribboned wreaths. _ of relief that she walked away from the 
. . » and somewhere, deep-bidden ina hot dry stone steps of the library into the 


forest glade the nymph Enid bathed and _ green coolness of the nearby park. 
from far-off distance beard faint fluted Most of the benches were taken: by 


reedy music... and what was it like, mothers with babies in carriages, by 
really, to be kissed? She had only been housewives resting their tired feet on 
kissed twice in her whole life, not the way home, a sack of groceries on the 
counting family kisses, of course. And bench beside them; by lonely old men 
once it had just been Pug Hanover after talking to other lonely old men; by 
a high-school dance and the other time unknown boys absorbed in the giggling 
had been that cousin of Myrtle’s with — girls beside them. Swans atched and 
whom she’d had a blind date and  preened and guided their gawky young 
neither time... across the pond. She sighed and sat 
“Enid! If you’ve got that water lonely ona hard green bench. 
running, you turn it right off,” her 
mother called. “You seem to forget or so, with a long nose and small ferrety 
there’s such a thing as a water bill!” eyes in a narrow face. He hesitated, 
Water ought to be free, she thought turned back and sat down beside her. 
rebelliously, tow eling herself. Life She stiffened and stared straight ahead 
shouldn’t be hemmed in by houses and of her: There were no ather rac bens 
water bills and growing old. Life should and it might be that he had sat down 
be free and pagan and joyous. Paganly, only for that reason, to rest for @ mo- 
joyously, nakedly, she ran across the meat tv tan. 2 she remained very 
hall to her bedroom (holding the towel quict, staring straight ahead, he might 
to her side, just in case anybody did git here for a while and then go away 
happen to come upstairs). and the bench would be hers again. 


A man walked by: a pale man of 40 


Her bedroom was cool and dim. In “You wouldn’t happen to have a 


the oval mirror the green walls repeated match, would you?” 


themselves like a forest echoed in a 
woodland pool. She stared entranced 
for a long moment at the young girl 
reflected there. Then, blushing, she 
turned her back on the image and began 
to dress. 


His voice was cultured, pleasant; he 
was obviously searching his pocket for 
matches—and she had some in_ her 
purse. She hesitated, then silently 
opened her purse and proffered a match 
book. He took it from her with yellowed 
clawlike fingers that trembied. His 
eyes, she saw, were on the crumpled 
package of cigarettes she had exposed 
to view. She seldom smoked, she carried 
cigarettes because it seemed sophisti- 
cated, and so it was a moment before she 

“I thought maybe I’d go to the perceived the hunger with which his 
library,” Enid explained. “And come _ tongue licked his dry lips as his fingers 
home by way of the park, to cool off.” parodied a continuing search of his 


When she came downstairs she was 
sedate in her. brown linen dress, her 
brown and white pumps. Her mother, 
who had moved into the cave coolness 
of the living room, glanced up in enquiry 
from her magazine. 
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Swarcer for Her bath on ern egy ony ctis “vaghe TesteSeeSy WIT 
The water was pine scented, pleas- could not be satisfied by all the knowl- f 
antly cool. She left the tap open so that —_ edge on all the printed pages of all the 
the sound of the water trickling was like dead books in the world. What’s the i 
the forest noises of a brook. She rested matter with me? she thought, terrified. 
her head against the back of the tub, There must be something the matter 
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pockets. ‘Dear me, I seem to have left 
—and do you suppose I dare trouble 
such a charming young lady for the loan 
of a cigarette as well as a—”’ 

She handed him a cigarette, feeling no 
longer fear but only pity for such 
threadbare boldness, such seedy impu- 
dence. He wore no shirt; a soiled white 
scarf, instead, was knotted carelessly 
against his throat. His coat sleeves were 
frayed and he was wearing sneakers. He 
sucked in a mouthful of smoke with e 
sobbing sound and_ gestured 
toward her package of 
““Won’t you—join me?” 

“No, thank you.” She flushed. “‘I—I 
just happened to finish one a little while 
ago.”” She could not smoke with him, 
but she wondered why she bothered to 
protect him from her own scornful pity 
with this polite lie. I ought to get up 
and go away, she told herself. Right 
now. But she went on sitting there. He 
was very pale. As though from illness. 
As though from prison. He was rather 
interesting-looking, with that mushroom 


pallor of skin, that wide mouth 


wryly 
cigarettes. 


gquirking 
downward, the yellow-green eyes that 
stared at her mockingly out of the swirl- 
ing smoke, as though he could guess her 
inward thoughts. 

“You must excuse my—er—some- 
what eccentric appearance. Local color 
—but what is the use of discussing. the 
obvious?”’ His shrug made of his dis- 
reputable clothes a guise assumed while 
he disported here. “Some day, when my 
book is published 

“Oh. Are you a—writer?”” She could 
hardly breathe the magic word, even 
though only part of her mind would let 
itself believe him. 

He shrugged again. “‘When the whim 
has been upon me | have been every- 
thing from cowpuncher to newspaper- 
man. I have even spent my season 
upon the boards. Ah yes, my very dear, 
my very young lady, I have been in my 
time many things, | have seen wondrous 
sights and worshiped at strange shrines.” 
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Obtainable at all leading stores 


Sole Manufacturers : 


Gor-ray Ltd 107 New 


He told her, smiling softly, as though 
he were sharing a strange secret with 
her, that he had been all over the world. 
He talked of voodoo rites on the Congo 

-and a sunrise on the Hudson River 
when out of the mists rising from the 


water the old cactlac I 


cid castles along river 
banks seemed to float suspended in a 
strange enchantment. He told her of an 
evening when he had emerged from a 
gambling den in Alaska to see the 
Aurora Borealis pulsating against the 
sky. And of another night that he had 
spent upon the sands of Malibu with 
a famous actress whose name she would 
recognize if he dared mention it. Some 
of the things sounded as though they 
might really have happened. 

He edged closer. “If I might trouble 
you for another cigarette?” 

He was stretching out his hand toward 
her even as he asked. In the warmth of 
the sun she could smell the stale yeasty 
smell of beer and his eyes were intimate 
upon her in a way that terrified her. 
She looked at him and she wanted to 
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Fast. And yet it was as 
though she was rooted here forever to 
this bench and must forever stare, 
hypnotized, into those pale yellow-green 
eyes... 


A SHADOW fell across the bench. The 


ferret-eves shifted. as. though in.desper: 1b . 


pein ee keene 


ate retreat; the man who had been 
actor - writer - explorer, worshiper - at - 
strange-shrines seemed to shrink into his 
shabby suit. He got up, pulling the 
soiled white scarf more tightly about 
his neck. 

““Well—”’ the word trailed off, like an 
unsaid good-by and he was gone, as 
though he had disappeared into the 
shrubbery. She sat very still, suddenly 
sick at what she had invested with 
romance. 

“Was that fellow bothering you?” the 
mailman asked. “I’ve seen him around 
the park before. A park always seems 

Continued on page 58 
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Modern Ice-Conditioned Re- 
frigerators are as economical 
to buy as they are to use. They 
cost 4, to V5 as much as other 
types. See them at Furniture, 
Hardware, Appliance, Depart- 
ment Stores and at Ice 
Company showrooms. 
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The New Hotpoint 


WITH THE OVEN YOU “SET AND FORGET” 


Hotpoint’s ‘‘Flavour-Seal’’ 
Thrift Cooker is almost a 
complete stove in itself. Cooks a 
complete meal for just a few cents. 


Hotpoint’s Measured Heat gives 
5 exact heats at the turn of a 
switch for every surface cooking 
operation. 

Hotpoint’s Long-Life Calrod 
Elements start heating instantly, 
are up to temperature in seconds; 
flat-topped, pan-hugging design 
gives greater cooking speeds, 
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Deluxe Mode] 
HRD-46 


Hotpoint’s Automatic 
Oven with Timing Clock 
controls both cooking time 
and temperature to bake, 
roast and broil perfectly 
for you. 


* Interior Oven Light 
¢ Warming Drawer (180°F) 


* Utensil Storage 
® 12 Position Oven Shelves 


* Vitreous Enamel Top, Front, 
Sides and Oven Liner. 


Distributed. by 


RCA VICTOR 


COMPANY LIMITED 










Summer Need 








Living room highlights: upholstered furniture decked in summer 
slipcovers and grouped at window. Heavy draperies replaced by 
light sheeting, and window framed with potted plants. Scatter 
rugs accent bare floor. Lamps have been treated to new parch- 
ment shades and glassware is employed to create a cool look. 





Frosty centrepiece: bowl of ice trimmed Unique window idea. Pine boughs in 
with fresh fruit and leaves. Checked _ ice-filled metal tray with fan in back- 
placemats are gingham. ground to ensure cool breeze. 


ON’T FACE summer with the wail, “I just can’t keep cool 


indoors.” 


Start your antiheat campaign now. By employing a 
little imagination you can keep cucumber cool while les$ 
resourceful people are left completely limp! 

A few general suggestions may help you organize your program 
before we get down to specific cases. Tackle each room with threé 
things in mind; what to remove, what to change, and what—if any- 
thing—to add. Naturally additions cost money, and you'll want to 
keep them to a minimum. Of course, you don’t have to do everything 
we suggest: just pick up ideas that apply to your problem. 

The logical place to start is the living room. After all, it’s the 
hospitality centre of your home. Lengthen the life of your rugs by 
sending them to be cleaned and stored. Leave the floor bare to give 
cool breezes the full sweep of the room. If you think this effect is too 
austere, buy inexpensive grass or fibre mats. 

You may prefer to have the fireplace remain the focal point of the 
room. If so, paint its inside a light color and fill with pine boughs. O: 
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Leave You Limp 


by John Caulfield Smith 


Home Planning Editor. 


Sketches by Paul Johns 


why not rearrange the furniture to capitalize on the outdoor view? 
Group the chesterfield and chairs around windows where full advan- 
tage can be taken of any movement of air. 

Now for the windows themselves. !f you have night curtains, leave 
them up. But down must come winter draperies. If you have a little 
money to spend, you can get a splendid effect with curtains made of 
sheeting or theatrical gauze dyed to match your room’s color scheme. 
Paper draperies are another idea. 

If you’re lucky enough to have a porch, you can make it into a 
part-time headquarters. Don’t worry should it face the street. Slat 
blinds will preserve your privacy and at the same time provide air 
circulation and protection from the sun. A porch is an especially 
suitable outdoor eating place. Put away your linen tablecloths, and 
replace them with mats of gingham and rickrack trim. 

Bedroom rugs can be rolled up and winter spreads and draperies 
removed. In bedrooms, and in other rooms too, you can profit by 
keeping windows shut and blinds drawn during the day. Then open 


the. windows. after. the 9212, as. Bete vrccccnmeroe sec eeranenr nn ntece So = 


For outdoor dining: a slipcovered 
bridge set. Tablecloth is chintz, chair 
covers are striped canvas. 


real aquarium! 


are set in tiny rockery. 


Inside this white painted fireplace: a 
Fish bowl and plants 
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Bedroom features a net-curtained window, with wastebaskets 
filled with leafy branches placed underneath the sill. Bedspread is 
washable. Like lamp shade, it is in solid pastel color. Louvred 
which might be made from old window shutters, are used to 
provide cross ventilation, without loss of privacy. 


doors, 
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This NEW DISCOVERY gives you 


"Packaged -in-Glave- 


FOR EVERY HOME USE 
you can now have 
cleaner, purer hot water 
...keated and stored in 
a water heater that’s as 


Sanitary as a 
drinking glass 


polished 
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Yes, a new discovery about hot 
water spells the end of tank rust 
that ruins your laundry; corrosion 
dirt that stains your bath, basins 
and sinks. It’s ‘“*Packaged-in-Glass” 
hot water... the latest develop- 
ment in automatic water heating 
for your home. And only the Inglis 
Glasteel Water Heater has this 
amazing feature. 

The storage tank of the Inglis 
water heater is actually made of 
glass-fused-to-steel (Glasteel). This 
unique, glass-lined tank CANNOT 
rust or corrode under any water 
conditions. This means that you 
get a constant supply of water... 
always pure, always hot, always 
ready! No more rusty water! No 
more replacements and repairs of 
leaky tanks. 

Gas or electric, the Inglis Glasteel 
Water Heater will give you yearsand 
years of automatic, trouble-free hot 
water service. It’s the modern water 
heater for modern homes! 

See all the advantages of the 
Inglis Glasteel Water Heater soon, 
At better plumbers and appliance 
dealers everywhere. 


CANADA 






Inglis Glastee! Water Heaters are manufactured under license from A. O. Smith Corp., Milwaukee, U.S.A, 


Consumer Products Division, JohnInglis Co. Limited, Toronto 
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irs a fact 1 AMPAX 
CAN'T CHAFE 


Women in North America 
know how greatly our modern 
eiticient methods Can add to 
the comforts of life. So it isn’t 


<= Sone 


them have discovered Tampax 
for monthly sanitary protec- 
tion. Tampax discards the whole ar- 
rangement of belts, pins and external 
pads. It is worn internally—a marvel of 





simplicity in key with the times. 
Of course there can be no chafing with 


G 


Tampax. No odor can form. 
No bulges or edges will 
show under dresses, slacks or 
shorts. May be worn in tub 
or shower. Ideal for swim- 
ming ... Tampax is made of 
pure, highly absorbent cot- 
ton compressed into patented appli- 
cators for easy insertion. No trouble to 
change or dispose of. 

How /ree Tampax lets you 
feel—and how much cooler on 
“those troublesome days” in 
summer months... Next time 
you are in drug store or at 
notion counter get Tampax 
and be prepared. Three differ- 
ent absorbencies—Regular, Super, Jun- 
ior. Average month's supply slips into 
purse. Canadian Tampax Corporation 


Limited, Brampton, Ontario. 
*Registered Trade Mark 
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by the Journal of the American Medical Association 
CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORATION LIMITED, 
Bramy Ontario 
Please send me in plain wrappe: | package of 
: j yse 1U€ to cover cost ol ailing. o1ze 
REGULAR ( ) SUPER ( ) JUNIOR 
Wate . . 
aire ° 
POM. . oo 00: TX9-16 
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to attract weird characters like that.” 

He was quite young and rather stern- 
He was tn uniform, but he 
He wiped 


sounding. 
wasn’t 
his forehead and smiled shyly at 


63 


carrying a mail sack. 
her. 


‘4 4 . =. I cae J ' 
thet he Was Sandy-Nairea ana 


STE saw 
rather bony in build, with a high fore- 
head. She had a feeling that she knew 


him, or ought to know him. 
“Thank you,” 

! should kave gone as soon as he 
*Didn’t you used to go to 


she said. “I suppose 


Jeremiah 
Blake High?” he asked abruptly. “It 
used to see you there.” 
in quick shy 


seems to me | 
“Oh, Wes!” she 
relief. “I knew 


said, 
I had seen you some- 
where before.”” She hard to 
remember him. By 
tightly she could almost see him stand- 
ing around the halls: a tall thin bony 
boy with knobby wrists and a shy brie! 
smile. She had some dim 
association with his voice, from those 


tried very 
screwing her eyes 


His voice. 


GAYS: 663 
He said, as though he guessed what 
she groped for: ‘“‘George Grenval.” 


‘Enid Porter,” she said shyly, smooth- 


ing her skirt with her fingers. “My 
grandfather was principal until his 


retirement.” 

“That’s right,” he said. “I 
now, when you entered, 
menuaned thatold——trhar Mr. 
was your grandfather.” 

She nodded absently, still looking at 
him. “Debate! You were captain of the 
debate team that won the 
iate championship.” 

He flushed with pleasure. “I didn’t 
think anybody would remember that.” 

**And track too,” her eyes 
shining. “‘You were on the track team, 
It seemed to her now that she had 
remembered these things 


remem- 
ber someone 
Sylyestes 


interc rlleg- 


she said, 
too.” 
always, really, 
about him. 


HE TOOK out a cigarette and glanced 
enquiringly at her. She fumbled in her 
bag. “I think I have some of my own.” 
She saw the look in his eyes and added 
quickly, “‘ Not that I smoke very much.” 

It turned out he didn’t really like to 


see women smoke. At least, not very 
much. He lit his own cigarette, hesi- 
tated, then sat down on the bench. 


‘i’m only a substitute mailman,” he 
said quickly, as though this were some- 


to know. “As a 


I’m working toward 


wanted her 


fact, 
certificate 


thing he 
matter oj 
teachei’s in. physical educa- 
tion at normal school.” 

She nodded, vaguely. “‘I—I’Il be 
attending the normal school next vear.””’ 

“Will you?” He sounded very pleased. 
It was queer. She hadn’t been certain 
until now whether she wanted to attend 
normal school and now it seemed to her 
as though this was something she had 
been planning on al! along. 

“Oh, yes,” she said. 

‘You'll like it,” 
as though in promise. 
though in retreat, almost as though in 
embarrassment: “Hot,” 
guess this is just about the hottest day 


he told her solemnly, 
Then, almost as 


he said. ‘“‘! 


we've had this year.” 


She nodded, flushing. ‘“*How you can 
wear a woolen uniform. And _ wool 
socks! “ea 


He stretched out his legs, surveying 
the white wool socks that clung to his 
thin young ankles. “‘As a matter of fact 
they’re very comfortable. I got into the 
habit while I was in the army and—” 

“What was it like, 
asked, Ww ide-eyed. 


the war?” 


she 


! 
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for a trouble-free Sprinkler 


insistona... 


Rain Kin 


THE BEST SPRINKLERS MADE 





The name Rain King has represented 
the best buy in sprinklers for many 
years. You can depend on them. 
Each model offers Exclusive Features 
that mean better sprinkling—years of 
lasting, trouble-free service. 


MODEL H 


Re tia Chat d 












efficient. 





Beautiful, 
Height 11’ inches. 
Columns and_ nozzles 
chrome-plated. Quickly 


set for any spray, light 
mist to heavy down- 
pour. Actually throws 


MORE water when set 
for fine spray—300 gal- 
lons per hour on 20 Ibs. 
pressure. 













STANDARD 


Set nozzles as you de- 
sire, for heavy shower 
to floating mist cover- 
ing circle up to 60 
feet diameter, or, by 


water strips or corners. 
Patented nozzles of 
bright brass, arms and 
base rich red enamel. 

















CHROMIUM 
NOZZLE 





Much better value than 
ordinary nozzles. Solid 
brass, precision-tooled, 
perfect fit. Chrome- 
plated, tarnish-proof— 
will not soil hands. 
Exclusive semi-ball-tip 
centre stem; instantly 
set from solid stream to 
fine mist or —_—" 
leak-proof shut-off. 





Ask. your dealer for Rain King 


SUNBEAM CORPORATION (CANADA) LTD. 
321 WESTON ROAD, TORONTO 9 


Over 59 Years Making Quality Products 


EXPORT 


CANADA’S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 
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“Tas a matter of fact, I was only in 

. ” . . 
one action.” He flushed, looking at her 
to see if he had made himself ridiculous 
this admission. ‘But 
one, you've seen 


in her eyes by 
when you’ve seen 
them all.” 
“Oh yes!” 
‘Anyway, let’s not talk about 
said. “*Maybe 
other time. Because all 


kid of mine 


she said. “I’m sure!” 

that 
maybe some 

! can say is, | 


will have 


now,” he 


hope no ever 


” 
to go, 


There was no reason for him not to 
talk of the children he might one day 


have. There was no reason for her to 
blush. It was strange how one sentence 


could leave such a stillness behind it. 

They watched the swan family pro- 
gress across the pond and back. He 
stood up and glanced at her enquiringly. 

“Well, I’m off duty now. I guess I'll 
go home now and change my clothes and 
go out for a short ride in my boat.” 

“Oh,” she said, not knowing what else 
“Have you a boat?” 
*You—you wouldn’t by 
any chance to go for a short boat 
ride? And maybe off afterward 
with a swim? 

She hesitated. 

He very casually, ““‘We could 
stop over at your house for your suit 
that your family a 


to say. 
He nodded. 
care 


CC 01 


said, 


and would give 
come, if it’s all right with them. And 
you could either put on your suit under 


your dress or change over at my house. 


My mother’s there and my sister 
Betsey. She’s at Blake.” 

She smiled shyly, relieved. “Oh, 
yes. I—I think I know her.” 

Slowly they walked homeward to- 


gether through the park. 
AT THEIR entrance her mother rose, 
her eyes intent on the stranger Enid had 
brought home, her hand against the 
back of the sofa as though she were 
arresting her motion in mid-flight to 
scent the air for any danger to those 
beneath her roof. 

“Mother, this is George Grenval,” 
Enid said. She had a strange feeling 
that even before she had said his name 
had told her mother all that was 
but she went on telling the 
things a mother might feel she ought to 
know. 


she 


important, 


 Grenval—Grenval?” her grandfather 
said, coming in from the kitchen with 
his newspaper in his hand. “It seems to 
me | had a Thomas Grenval in my 
classes back in ’14.” 

“My father, sir.” 

Her grandfather looked at the son of 
Thomas Grenval, peering at him in- 
tently, as though the son were a book 
he might read with some sureness since 
he knew its author. He stood in the 
hallway in his stiff white collar, daytime 
guardian of this house as her father was 
its night guardian—and no one, seeing 
her grandfather now for the first time, 
would guess at that 
streak that was all that was left of her 
grandfather’s youth. 


wild free wilful 


““Won’t you come in and sit down?” 
her mother asked politely. ‘‘Won’t you 
have a glass of iced tea?” 

“Well”— George looked at Enid in 
appeal—‘as a matter of fact, I’d just as 
soon have a glass of cold water. ! don’t 
want to put you to any bother.” 

Bother?” her mother said, smiling as 
she moved toward the kitchen. 

They would be here all afternoon! 
Already her grandfather was .putting 


wacould get perm issian. te... 
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No need to kneel and scrub! Just 
dissolve a couple of teaspoons of 
Gillett’s Lye in a pail of cold or 
lukewarm water, and waft a wet 
mop over your floors. It’s magic! 
Gillett’s digs out grimed-in dirt, 
cuts through grease, leaves wood 
and linoleum spotless! Use Gillett’s 
at full strength for cleaning toilets, 
clearing blocked drains. There's 
nothing like it to help you with 
your housework. Get some today! 





Soft, Dura-felt pad relieves shoe pressure 
pain right away. Pain-relieving Nuper- 
caine* eases tormenting surface pain. 
Blue-Jay’s gentle medication loosens the 
hard core —in a few days 
you lift it right out. Get 
relief now with Blue-Jay 
Corn Plasters. 


*Reg. in Canada. Ciba's 
brand of Dibucaine. 


(BAUER & BLACK ) 


Division of the Kendall Company (Canada) Limited 
Toronto, Ontario 









out a detaining hand toward George’s 
shoulder, starting what was clearly 
going to be a long anecdote about 
George’s father. And the afternoon 
would be gone in polite conversation and 
iced tea in the living room. 

Despairing, she hurried after her 
mother. “‘He wants to take me out for a 
ride on the lake in his boat,” she said. 
“And then we thought we’d go for a 
swim. So is it all right for me to go up 
and get my suit now? If grandpa gets 
started talking, we—oh, please, mother! 
Say yes. Don’t—you don’t have to 
serve him iced tea and ask questions 
about all his relatives clear back to 
Adam! It—it’s all right and—and if we 
don’t start now, the afternoon will be 
gone before we know it!” 

Her mother looked at her for a long 
moment and then she smiled but her 
eyes were strangely bright, almost as 
though with tears. ‘Run along, then.” 
Her voice was low and gentle as a sigh, 
and she put out her hand and touched 
the curve of Enid’s cheek. “‘Run along. 
Enjoy your afternoon—before it’s gone.” 

But when Enid reached her room, her 
hurry seemed to leave her. She put her 
suit in her bag and she brushed her hair, 
slowly and carefully. She looked at her 
face in the mirror and retraced the 
bright lipstick on her mouth. After a 


“While She started Tor the door. “But with” 


her hand on the knob she turned back. 
She could feel the pulse beating in her 
throat as she blotted the excess redness 
from her lips, leaving only a_ softly 
heightened pinkness to mask the flesh. 
Avoiding the telltale of her own eyes 
in the mirror, she ran downstairs. 

He must have convinced her mother 
he really preferred a glass of water. 
They were in the kitchen and the tap 
was running and her grandfather was 
finishing his anecdote. Her mother 
handed him the glass of water and 
standing beside the sink, his head 
thrown back, he drank. Her mother was 
smiling at him, with a strange tender- 
ness in her eyes. And suddenly, seeing 
that look, the girl knew that her mother 
was thinking of that son, dead in his 
infancy, that older brother whom the 
girl had never known. 

She still remembers, Enid thought. | 
suppose if you ever bear a child it’s 
part of you forever .. . 

She wanted to touch her mother, to 
express kinship with her, to say some- 
thing to her. But she was not at ali sure 
what it was she wanted to say, because 
it seemed so queer to be thinking of 
birth and death on a bright afternoon, 

He locked up and saw her standing 
in the doorway. “‘ Ready?” he asked 

For no reason at all she thought of 
the forest sanctuary of her green-walled 
room, and wanted to turn and run and 
hide. But he was smiling at her and 
stretching out his hand, and suddenly 
she was no longer afraid. + 





Pattern Descriptions 


25239--Apron. set in sizes small, medium 
and large. Medium 2% of 35”; rickrack: 
11% yards. Price 25c. 


2587—One-piece dress in sizes 12, 14, 16, 
18, 20, 40, 42, 44. Size 18: ¥, of 35”. Price 
25c. 

2275—One-piece wrap-around house dress 
in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42, 44. Size 18: 
4% of 35”; 4% of 39” or 41”. Eyelet embroid- 
ered edging: 4% of 1%” width. Price 25c. 

2436—Smock in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 
42, 44. Size 18: 3% of 35”. Price 25c. 

2838—One-piece wrap-around dress in sizes 
12-20, Size 16: 4% of 35”. Price 25c. 


Simplicity patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer, or by mail through the 
pattern department of Chatelaine Magazine, 
481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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Now that 


EAGLE BRAND IS B 





you can make this 


VELVETY ICE CREAM 


Quick! Easy! Extra Creamy! 


No extra ‘sugar! 


% cup Eagle Brand 
Ys cup water 


Foolproof recipe! 


1 cup chilled cream or 
Borden's Evaporated Milk 


1% teaspoons vanilla 


Set refrigerator control at coldest point. 
Mix Eagle Brand Sweetened Condensed 
Milk, water, and vanilla, Chill. Add 
cream or evaporated milk. Mix well. 
Freeze rapidly in freezing unit of refrig- 
erator until half frozen. Scrape from 


ELSIE 






St wef 
den Comparu™ 


i) 


Get the original Sweetened Condensed Milk; 
labelled EAGLE BRAND. Then you’re sure of 
Borden’s high quality! EAGLE BRAND is a 
big time-saver; the blending of fresh whole milk 
and sugar is done for you! Foolproof recipes for 
wonderful ice creams, candies, cookies, in the 
Book of Magic Recipes. FREE! Send post card 
to The Borden Company, Limited, Grocery 
Products Div., Dept. C603, Spadina Crescent, 


Toronto, Ontario. 


freezing tray into chilled bowl. Beat 
until smooth but not melted. Replace 
in freezing unit. Before mixture is 
completely frozen, beat again until 
smooth. Finish freezing. 

Serves 5. 
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BABY: I thought it 
would be educational, 
mom—for you to be 
me for a day. Not so 
much fun, is it? 


MOM: Fun, lamb? It’s 
pure misery! I’m hot and prickly. 
I’m tired of wriggling around in 
one spot. My skin’s so uncom- 
fortable I could howl as loud as 
you do! 


BABY: See, mom? Those howls weren’t 


just to exercise my lungs. In my 
own infant way, I was trying to 
tell you my skin needs Johnson’s 
Baby Oil and Johnson’s Baby 
Powder! 


MOM: Something special’s called for, 


pet. But why both? 


BABY: ‘To take 100 % perfect care of me, 


MOM: Angel, your mother’s certainly 





mom. Pure, gentle Johnson’s Baby 
Oil to smooth me over after my 
bath. More of it at diaper changes, 
to help prevent what my doctor 
calls “urine irritation.” 


And you’d better get a BIG can of 
Johnson’s Baby Powder, mom — 
for lots of cool, soothing sprinkles 
to chase irritating chafes and 
prickles! What’s more, it’s borated! 


been behind the times! Let me out 
of here so I can catch up — with 
Johnson’s! 


BABY: That’s the 
spirit, mom! You’re 
going to be proud of 
me — good as gold 
and smooth as a 
handful of fresh rose 
petals! 









Daintiness Is Half 
a Woman’s Charm 


Use Lavoris and experience perfect mouth conditions 
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To keep him well and happy your baby needs 


Special Hot-Weather Care 


by Elizabeth Chant Robertson, M.D. 


OU CAN DO a great deal toward keeping your baby comfortable 
in the hot weather. As you know, babies are like little sieves 
—their diapers become wet ever so many times during the 
day. Consequently, they lose a lot of water from their bodies. 
When they perspire they lose a good deal more. If you can keep 
them reasonably cool they perspire less. 


Keeping Cool 


Reducing clothing to the minimum is the most obvious way: 
Except for the first three or four weeks of his life, when a baby is 
not able to regulate his body temperature well, he should wear only 
a sleeveless shirt and a diaper during the day when it is hot. If it is 
very hot indeed a diaper alone is sufficient. When you put him 
to bed after his six o’clock feeding a thin cotton nightgown and a 
diaper is about right. You can pin his diaper onto his nightgown. 
He probably won’t need any covering until after his 10 or 11 o’clock 
feeding. Then you had better cover him with a thin flannelette sheet, 
as he will be sure to become soaking wet and that cools the lower 
part of his body. You can tell how well you are gauging his clothing 
by whether he is perspiring or not. 

If it is very hot upstairs in his room, couldn’t he sleep downstairs 
on the hottest nights? Perhaps the adults could spend the evening 
on the veranda or the lawn. Be sure to pull his cot out from the 
wall so that the air circulates freely, and of course you'll take care tha 
there is nothing draped over its sides. Opening the window wide helps 
to keep the air moving, or you can use a fan. However, you should 
not let the breeze from either of them blow directly on him, as that is 
too cooling. 


Frequent Sponge Baths 


He’ll usually be more comfortable in the shade outdoors than 
in the house on a hot day, because there is more air circulating 
outside. There’s no reason why he shouldn’t sleep outside after his 


six or seven a.m. feeding. He doesn’t + Continued on next page 
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Swifts Strained Meats provide what every 





h! How meat helps baby qrow | 








baby needs—proteins and iron / 


Just see the nourishment for building 
a healthy baby in every tempting 
bite of Swift’s Strained Meats! 
Complete, high-quality proteins * 
—baby must get for sturdy growth 
and sound development. 


Food iron — needed_to build good... 
“ed blood—avoid anemia—so com- 


mon in infancy. 


Soft, smooth in texture, Swift's 
Strained Meats are specially made 
for earlter meat-feeding. Wide va- 
riety—to help baby form sound eat- 
ing habits—beef, lamb, pork, veal, 
liver, heart. All six, delicious 100% 
meat! 

Simple to serve—just heat. Swift’s 


PS. Bie Diced M 
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Strained Meats save money, too— 
cost less than home prepared meats! 


*NoteE: Meat proteins are complete because 
they provide all known essential amino acids 
(body-builders). Baby must get them all, at 
the same time, for soundest growth. 


Peree’ 


SWIFT "CANADIAN CO LIMITED 


Your Doctor 
is best qualified to say 
how early your baby 
should siart Swift's 
Meats—ask him 
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ional statements ma¢ ee 
All nutrit a — 
this advertisement are ace p ) SE mer 
Council on 
the American 


TEETHERS “PICKY”EATERS MAMA =~ who's busy 
(Just learning to chew) (to perk up appetites) (No bother-just heat and serve) 


Tempting —Thrifty —Time-saving > 
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SW IFT. . foremost name in meats 


... Fest with 100% Meats tor Babies 
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When baby is cross because of _| Hot Weather Care 


Continued from page 60 


ee e e * aa ‘oe | 
Ch Idh d ¢ t t need to wait till after his 10 o’clock | | 
i 00 Ons ipa 10n meal. He'll sleep better in the cooler | 
outside air. When he sleeps outside | 
you'll need to have a mosquito netting 
cover over his carriage to keep off flies 
and mosquitoes. It’s a good plan to sew 
elastic around the edge of it. Then you | 
can put it on and take it off easily. 
Raise the hood before you put it on, as 
that makes it more airy. 

Two or three sponge baths of tepid 
water as well as his regular tub will 
make him feel better. If you put two 
teaspoonfuls of baking soda (sodium 
bicarbonate) in each two quarts (ap- 
proximately) of the water it will help 
to prevent heat rash. Pat him dry 
after his bath and sprinkle on corn 
starch or borated talcum, especially 
in the creases. A small child will enjoy 
playing in a tub containing a few inches 
of water for half an hour or so, several | 
times a day. This will cool him off 
nicely. Of course you'll keep your eye 

| 
| 








BOIL-PROOF e« CHILL-PROOF 
ROLL-PROOF 


Pyrex Nursing Bottles resist 
fast temperature changes. 
They're boil-proof . . . chill- 
proof... easy to keep clean, 
too. Pyrex Nursing Bottles are 
the best at any price. 


PYREX 


NURSING BOTTLES 


Replacement guaranteed 
—~— if broken by temperature 
shock within 2 years from 
date of purchase. 


Pyrex is the registered 
trade mark of Corning 
Glass Works of 





on him during the process 






More Fluid — Less Food 







A baby can’t ask for water when he 
is thirsty. It’s up to you to offer him 
slightly warm boiled water between 







De ee Be on 


leedings and at night when he ts awake. 
He'll take it if he wants it. Bottle-fed 
babies often drink more between-meal 
water than breast-fed ones. You might 
put a little extra water in his orange 
juice, but don’t add more than he'll 
take. Many a baby is not as hungry 
as usual in the hot weather. Don’t urge 
or coax him to finish his feeding. Until 
the weather moderates you might make 
his feedings somewhat weaker by reduc- 
ing the amount of milk a little and 
increasing the water by a corresponding 
amount. Then he’ll get just as much 
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fluid, but less food. Of course this will * . * 
slow up his gain in weight, but it is New Skin Tightener 
more important to keep him well than does Wonders! 


to have him gain quickly. sd ace ee cs ieee 
: is ae lacer ; . Surprise! Delight! Awaits your first trial o 
It is best not to start sunbaths until NEW SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT CREAM! 





your baby weighs about 10 pounds. In | It not only gives more youthful appearance 

* the summer the sun is very strong. In | by jemperery firming, tightening soft skin 
thy) ° . ® ’ . | surface but likewise tends to close up pre, 
It’s the laxative made especially for infants July and August baby should have his ee fine lines and wrinkles, subduing 

and children.” sunbath before 10 o’clock in the morn- | their prominence! The effect of this skin 
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Thorough and effective —yet the carriage. It is better to lay him 
so gentle, it won’t upset sensi- on a thick blanket or mattress on the 





ground, so that any passing breeze will 
cool him. This gives him a good chance 
to get some kicking exercise as well. Lay 
him with the back of his head toward 
the sun. In this position his eyes are 


Hundreds of children 
aged 5 to 14 drown 
every summer. Keep 
your child safe 
with a Ta-Pat-Co 
STAY-A-FLOAT, the 
original child's life 


tive digestive systems. 


Made especially for children 
—contains no harsh drugs, 
will not cause griping or dis- 
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Some Cold Facts 


National advertising raises the standard of living while reducing 


Ceame! 


She knows—her plumber proved it 
to her—that Sani-Flush can’t harm 
any septic tank system. So she uses 
Sani-F lush to clean the toilet bowl— 
no messy scrubbing. Quick, easy, 
sanitary. Would you like to see the 
proof? Write for ‘‘Report of Scien- 
tific Tests.” 


Effective in hard or soft water. 
Sold everywhere. Two sizes. Made 
in Canada. Distributed 
wwe weg Pharaid. B.Ritchkie's 0. 
Co., Ltd., Dep’t 45, 
Toronto, Ontario. 


Sani-Flush 


the cost of living. 


This is how it works: Competing manufacturers must constantly 





improve their Brands and services. They tell the public about 


it through advertising. Advertising increases the sales and 


.. with its feathery, 
. fluffy white lather 
that whisks the im- 
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reduces the cost per unit. “_ 
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The result: an improved prod 
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uct for less money — a higher 
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purities from each tiny pore. 


standard of living. 
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And consider this fact Advertising makes it possible to 


CLEANS 
TOILET buy a magazine like Chatelaine for a fraction of what it would 
re cost without advertising 
cau st without advertising. 
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GARDENERS! 


Now—you can get on a money-back 
guarantee, the ONE book you need to 
tell you, in plain everyday language, 
EVERYTHING you need know about 
practical gardening. If you are not 
completely satisfied with this book— 
return it within 5 days, in good con- 
dition and postpaid, for a full refund. 


THE COMPLETE BOOK OF 


GARDEN MAGIC 


This BIG book is packed full of easy- 
to-apply information together with de- 
tailed pictures and diagrams showing 
you how to garden effectively. Writ- 
ten by a practical gardener in 
clear, simple language, so that any 
beginner can use it and make rapid 
progress with his garden. 

The Complete Book of GARDEN 
MAGIC is virtually a_ self-teaching 
home study course in gardening. 
Make this year’s gardening completely 
successful by sending $3.95 NOW 
with mailing instructions to: 


HOME BOOK SERVICE 


Dept. C100, 210 Durdas Street W. 
Toronto 2, Canada. 
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scalp, pat soaked 
pad around diaper 


region and-goodbye to chafing. 
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.. a fluffy, fragrant 
cloud and a film of 
protection that 


banishes roughness or irritation. 
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Seldom a day goes by that a cracking 
good idea for a story doesn’t pop up in 
unexpected places. For instance, there’s 
a bus station just a stone’s throw away 
from these offices. One morning, not so 
long ago, Barbara Wace, a young English 
woman, was having breakfast in this 


station. She wasn’t going anywhere 
—that is anywhere in particular. She 
was out to see the country and seek 
adventure—a cross-country trek cover- 
ing 10,000 miles. Because Barbara is an 
ex-war correspondent and used to get- 
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Fashion Editor 
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ting piacés through war-torn countries, 
she has no fear of traveling discomforts. 
While waiting to change buses she 
noticed Chatelaine office and promptly 
dropped in to find out if readers would 
be interested in hearing about a carefree 
catch-as-catch-can account of how to 
travel from one end of a continent to 


the other on a shoestring, as far_as__ 


expenses go. Her keen sense of adven- 
ture, her light-hearted humor and high 
spirits, sold her to us on the spot. The 
idea was, of course, in its initial stages, 
with Barbara in the act of living the 
story she planned to write. 

We heartily recommend “I Grabbed 
Adventure” (see page 15) for blowing 
away the blues and a first-rate antidote 
for middle-age doldrums. 


Scoop: Below you see the first 
Canadian woman to be case-historied 
by the famous Dr. Kinsey, author of the 
sensational best seller, ‘Sexual Behavior 
of the Human Male.”’ Dr. Kinsey is now 





engaged in a similar study of women. 
We predict his findings are sure to have 
a startling effect on any preconceived 
ideas you may have on the subject. 

Lotta Dempsey, one of our feature 
writers, traveled to the old _ historic 
University of Indiana to get a preview of 
what was being learned in this tremen- 
dous fact-finding survey. 

In the August issue you'll read her 
report...... also. her human interest 
description of the great doctor himself 
in**Dr. Kinsey Talks About Women.” 
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@ The “pot of gold at the foot of the rainbow” is just a 
fanciful description of the contentment we are all seek- 
ing. Wise people look for it daily in the simple pleasures 


of life. 


For instance — you'll find a wealth of contentment 
in Maxwell House. For this superb coffee has extra 
flavor... a delicious, distinctive flavor unmatched for 
rich, mellow smoothness and_ full-bodied goodness. 
Maxwell House adds 
enjoyment to all occa- 
sions when coffee is 
served. See instruc- 
tions on the container 
for making perfect 
coffee. 





GLASSINE-LINED BAG 
All Purpose Grind 


SUPER-VACUUM TIN 
Drip & Regular Grinds 
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Such Beautiful 
Dessert Variety: 


And these four charmers have a deep-down goodness that goes far beyond 
good looks! A// those tempting-looking Jell-O Puddings have the kind of 
creamy-smooth perfection and wonderful flavor you dream of. And they're 
sO amazingly economical — so surprisingly easy to make! Old-fashioned 
tasting Jell-O Tapioca Puddings — Vanilla, Chocolate, Orange Coconut . .. 
true chocolate-y Jell-O Chocolate Pudding . . . brown-sugary Caramel and 
Butterscotch . . . delicate Vanilla— your budget can allow them often, 
either plain or attractively varied. Be sure you get JELL-O Puddings. 













PEACHES AND CREAMY 
JELLO VANILLA PUDDING 


ful new variation of an old — 
1 such a simple shortcut to a gorgeoud age 
et yell -O Vanilla Pudding as directe bod 
peer lla Pudding package, but increase . 
ee Ver ill Serve with sliced frozen of snare 
et: a oe use fresh peaches in season — OF S 
ee raspberries, Of blackberries. 





(Above) Delight 


TAaPioca PuooinG Supers 


(Right) Two marvelous Jell-O Puddings in one 
stunning-looking dessert. Prepare creamy Vanilla, 
and rich-flayored Chocolate, Jell-O Tapioca Pud- 
dings by easy package directions. Chill separately. 
At serving time, fill half of each dessert glass with 
Chocolate Tapioca Pudding ... the other half with 
Vanilla. All the goodness of the bei home-made” 
tapioca pudding — and it’s ready mixed. 


SIMPLE DRESS UP’ DESSERTS 


(Below) Colorful garnish of mint jelly, on satiny 
Jell-O Vanilla Pudding. And ... chips of Baker's 
Dot Chocolate ‘marbled’ into mellow Jell-O But- 
terscotch Pudding, while the pudding is still warm. 
Easy gala touches, for two favorite family dishes. 
You'll think of many more such “dress-up” ideas 


PUDDINGS 


four 
MARVELOUS FLA vors 








yourself, 
TAPIOCA 
“ Products 4 ae 
Jell-O is a — 
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With hospitality in mind 


Hospitality doesn't just happen. You plan it—so easily, so pleasantly. 
A few flowers, your own personality, some snacks maybe, 


ice-cold Coca-Cola certainly. With a word—Coke — 


In the handy " Ask for it either way... both 
6 Bot t le Jarton iF trade-marks mean the same thing. 
oyrd 
256 
Plus Deposit 


you say both ‘*‘Weleome” and “Come again.” 


COCA-COLA LTD. 





